Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



\c/' 



 \ . 



m 







4-7 ^€r^<%/ty^ ^a^^^Cn^ 



Te^^ 



/r. //. /^. 




A V O N M O R E. 



AVONMORE, 



AND OTHER POEMS. 



BY 



CHRISTOPHER DAWSON, F.E.I.S. 






LONDON: 
JAMES NISBET & CO., 21 BERNERS STREET. 

MUCCCXCI. 



PREFACE. 
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As many of the following poems — if indeed, any of 
them can be said to rise to the level of poetry — have 
appeared in the public press, these along with others 
are now given in a collected form. Of those already 
published a selection has been made to keep the 
volume within certain limits. Their didactic style 
will, in not a few instances, I fear, offend good taste ; 
but as a considerable number of them were written 
for "Young Men's Associations," the closings of 
" Popular Lectures," &c., they naturally assumed 
that form ; besides, after fifty years spent in teach- 
ing, it is not easy to shake off the habits of almost 
a lifetime. This will also account for an occasional 
repetition of thought showing itself here and there 
in the work. 

A master, Coleridge, has said, "Poetry has been 
to me an exceeding great reward ; • . . it has multi- 
plied and refined my enjoyments; it has endeared 
my solitude ; and it has given me the habit of wish- 
ing to discover the good and the beautiful in all that 
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meets and surrounds me.'* This has been verily true 
in my experience, though often sadly marred by the 
mystery of pain everywhere around. 

If from any of these pieces of verse a deeper 
sympathy with suffering is fostered, a doubter is 
strengthened in right, a young man directed, or 
a toiler cheered, I shall feel that I have not written 
in vain, 

Edinbdhgh, Ncmmber 1891. 
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TRY TO BETTER EARTH. 

'Tis spring, and life and love's acclaim 
From ransomed earth fills all her bowers, 

While hoary winter's wasting frame 
Lies dying neath her sunny hours. 

And earth, forgetful of her shame. 

Strews round his bed her sweetest flowers 

All pour their gifts the earth to bless. 

And all their Ufe-ta^k forward press. 

When mom climbs to the throne of day, 
And round earth's altars footsteps throng, 

The lark rains out his raptured lay. 
And floods the listening air with song ; 

Yet when the light has died away. 
And starry skies their watch prolong, 

Some lowly songster chants his tale. 

Through drowsy eve, and cheers the vale. 

The forest hosts new flags display, 

The moors their purple carpets spread, 

And hawthorns ope sweet perfumed may. 
While suns broadcast their glories shed, 

A 
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And mount and crag in garments grey, 

By ocean-shout sublimely led, 
Proclaim, " Arouse ! 'tis duty's call ; 
Earth's glories spring from each and all" 

And in the tear-stained wastes around. 
Where breaking hearts untended lie. 

And guilty men pollute the groimd, 
Unfit to live, — unfit to die ; 

And fell despair's unfathomed sound. 
With cursing prayers assails the sky. 

Heaven claims all aid. Who dares look on 

Is not a man, — is lifeless stone. 

Life's road is rough, and weary feet 

Drag lagging o'er its flinty way, 
And fainting hearts sink 'neath the heat 

And burden of their scorching day. 
Where trust's been found a bitter cheat. 

And hope, life's star, is set for aye, 
Redeem thy name, man's glory show. 
Be thou their light and share their woe. 

Seest thou nowhere some proud young soul, 
In danger rash, — ^in doubtings bold, 

Where genius glows like burning coal, 

'Mid generous loves — the heart's pure gold, 

Where budding passions chafe control, 
And pleasure draws with tightening hold ; 

Hast thou no love-winged word to say, 

To win his heart and guide his way ? 
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Heaven s arm is man ! Fire her bequest, 
And forth thine own completion bring ; 

Perhaps some yearning angel-guest 
Has left fair heaven on mercy's wing, 

To seek through thee man may be blest ; 
And wilt thou back his message fling ? 

Then other hands the task will own. 

And one star less will gem thy crown. 

Thou hast thy truth ! Dar*st thou be mute ? 

Each life's sublime when read aright ; 
Thy sowing gave thee teaching fruit, — 

Bitter or sweet, — a quickening might 
To climb or soar in right's pursuit ; 

Hast thou no life-word of the fight. 
How grew the man, how sank the brute ; 

How faith and hope dispelled thy night ? 
Sing, then, the light that led thee on 
From battles lost to battles won. 

Hail ! kings of song, dwarfing earth's throng, 

Ye touch a clod, it bums a star ! 
Ye voice the world, bid men be strong. 

Till depths and heights are reached afar, 
And earth grows braver for your song, 

Sinks hate, fires love, crowns peace, drowns war, 
And clarion-tongued, strong in the van, 
Bids man see God in brother man. 

I, halting, sing sweet nature's ways. 
Longing her godlike thoughts to reach. 
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To soul our lives and fruit our days. 

And change to song the truths they teach. 

Some cry of pain, some shout of praise, 
That f aUing leaf or spring may preach ; 

With bated breath my voice I raise. 

Amid the song-gods' heaven-iBred speech ; 

On eagles waits the eagle's flight. 

And nightingales ensoul the night. 

I to my mates in Hfe's stem fight 

Sing what has nerved my own sad heart ; 
How on the dark engulfing night. 

Whose spectres made me backward start, 
I've, breathless, seen the silver light 

Of mom bid all the clouds depart ; 
And, stronger from my falls, in might 

Of lowliness, my foes I'd thwart. 
Till hope's glad songs would surging roll, 
And faith flood all my doubting souL 

Thrice dear to chant proud labour's claims, 

And rouse her God-led ranks to swell. 
That heavens are scaled by earnest aims. 

And gladdened angels shout " 'Tis well ! " 
While sloth, man-dross, all fouled and torn, 

lies crouching at the gates of hell. 
Too base for tears, too mean for scorn. 

Dead ere he dies, — earth's gain his knell ;- 
His Lord and ours life toiling led, 
Crowning divine our fight for bread. 
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Through storm and wreck I see in death 
Earth's shadows fade, the true arise, 

That life is more than passing breath, 
The grave the portal of the skies ; 

Hear God bid Death his weapon sheath, 
The grave " give up " in glad surprise ; 

While gathered worlds adore the Son, 

For Calvary's final victory won. 

I'm done ! Poor is my little power 

To aid the right and quicken man 
To dare his fate, while tempests lower. 

And toil and trust though light be gone ; 
My voice may perish in an hour, 

For bravest hearts must lead the van ; 
What then ? May heaven her blessings shower. 

Though I am weak to aid her plan ; 
I'll toil to haste earth's crowning day, 
When all her woes will flee away. 
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Note : — Avonmore is rather a narrative of facts well known 
to the author, than a tale of fiction. W. S. Crockett, in 
his Minstrelsy of the Merse, page 241^ thus describes it : — 
*' The scene is laid in and near Coldstream, and the 
subject may fittingly be termed the history of a soul. It 
is a spiritual biography, finely conceived, touchingly 
expressed, full of lofty sentiment, and appealing to the 
highest emotions of man's nature. It tells of the gradual 
rising of a soul from the depths of the most horrible 
despair to a strong exulting faith in the vital truths of 
the Christian religion/' 

Fred, a young sceptic, on Avonmore bridge ; accusing 
memories rise, page 7 ; a thunderstorm, 10 ; contra- 
dictions of nature, 11 ; morn, 12 ; a tear ; song of youth, 
13 ; Fred's reply, 16 ; seeks a well he frequented when 
a boy ; Osborne comes to the spring ; conversation, 17 ; 
Fred states his disgust at life, 18 ; Osborne accounts for 
the* f retf ulness of old age, 20 ; human effort needed, 21 ; 
Fred asserts that man is helpless under fate, 22 ; 
Osborne shews (1) man's power over nature, (2) our 
courts of law, and (3) human progress declare him a free 
agent, 22 ; Fred advances Heredity as fating man ; 
Osborne shews it to be man's friend, 25 : bids Fred look 
hopefully around, 26 ; Fred's reply, 27 ; they reach 
Avonmore bridge, 28 ; both look back on their boyhood 
spent there, 29. 

Allan Graham's Manuscript ; description of Lin wood, 32 ; 
Graham's boyhood ; May, a playmate, his early love, 
33 ; they grow up and are engaged in marriage ; his 
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power in realizing the beautiful, 95 ; his strong sympathy 
with nature, &c., support the idea of a soul in man ; the 
insufficiency of earth to satisfy man's wants and aspira- 
tions, demands a God, 96 ; Fred urges, the fixed bimrier 
of law shuts out a providence ; Osborne asks, — Is it con- 
ceivable that God has shut Himself out from His own 
world ? — if beast, bird, and man defend their young, 
will He prove less loving than they? 97; Fred retorts 
that earth is cold and cruel, 98 ; Osborne, in a monologue, 
addresses the race, and then turning to Fred, shews it is 
our duty to trust, 100. 

f att cfifth— gag. 

Osborne resolves to read the Bible honestly ; found himself 
revealed, and felt his soul crying for escape, 102 ; deter- 
mines to lead a strict moral life, but he cannot reach his 
own ideal, how much less the requirements of a perfect 
law ; his best efforts were failures ; but Christ's revela- 
tion of the Father ; his perfect life ; his atoning death 
met all his souls wants ; — Fred calls Fa\J^ and the Cro&i 
a dream, 103 ; Osborne shews that all our surroundings, 
— our senses, — our social ties, &c., all hang on, and call 
for, faith ; that sacrifices, prayers to angels and the 
mighty dead shew man's innate belief in intercession, 
104 ; that earth is full of vicarious sacrifice, 105 ; Fred 
points to the torn state of the Church as an argument 
against Christianity, 106 ; Osborne admits the bitter 
truth, but shews that it is with man the blame lies ; gives 
a short outline of a Creed, 106 ; Fred adduces the lives 
of ministers as belying their creed; Osborne answers 
that they will have their reward, 108 ; Fred taunts 
Osborne with inconsistency ; Osborne confesses his 
former opinions of ministers were narrow ; gave him 
something to say against Christianity ; and that he had 
himself suffered wrongfully at the hands of a clergyman, 
109 ; the true sons of the Church are those who live their 
Christianity, — missionaries and faithful ministers, 110 ; 
Christianity is unfolding yet, 111 ; Osborne resumes the 
Narrative ; Address to Avonmoro, 112 ; Tweed and 
Avonmore link the past to the present ; what he has 
learned from their loving memories, 113; he visits May's 
grave and makes a iry^t to meet her ; Fred hints his fear 
of death 114 ; he refers again to the cruelness of nature 
and its utter inability to lead men to God, 115 ; Osborne 
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fully agrees with him ; urges that history and experience 
declare nature to be a blind guide, and that it is only in 
the Cross we see a God of Love, 116 ; Fred incidentally 
hints at the havoc of plagues ; Osborne shews these point 
to violated laws of nature, — force sanitary reform ; thus 
these scourges become our Schoolmasters, and earth is 
benefitted ; he sums up earth's voices calling on heaven 
to vindicate her name, 119 ; he adds, if Fred be right 
and death end all, he (Osb.) will fare as well as Fred, 
but if he (Osb.) be right, what of Fred ? 120 ; the groans 
of mute creation are not unheeded by the Creator, 121 ; 
Fred says he could not bear the Christian's heaven ; 
Osborne shews how he fluctuates in his opposition ; 
advances, the redeemed -will be free from earthly stains, 
122; Fred reads a dream he had had lately, 123; 
Osborne points out from it the power of conscience to 
make a man wretched, 126 ; men mock at hell while by 
their lives they are creating their own hell, 127 ; he 
points to the way of life now, and the growing nature of 
that life hereafter, 127 ; Ina enters ; the street-waif*8 
noble struggle and settlement in life, 128 ; he presses 
Fred to examine his doubts honestly and light will come, 
and closes with an earnest word of warning ; they part, 
129. 

Fred, many years after, at a grave in Avonmore Church-yard, 
131. 



ERRATA. 

Page 151, last line, for " ahed" read "aA«(;." 
„ 163, 3rd Hne, for " wimplin" read ** vnmplin\" 
„ 172, 6th line, for " watchirC " read " wUchin\'' 
„ 1%, 13th line, for " God " read " heaven: 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

*' Mr Dawson has poetical gifts of a high order— gifts of head and 
heart— and his poetry is such as is calculated to brighten the intellect 
and warm the heart. In many of his shorter pieces picture and 
melody are happily combined, and his leading poem (Avonmore) is 
worked out with much skill and beauty. It evinces elevation of 
thought and strength of texture. Indeed, freshness of statement and 
earnestness of purpose are the writer's characteristics, and he hopes 
and thinks the best of men and life."— ^rec^tn Advertiser, 

** In * Avonmore ' the narrative is well maintained, the verses read 
smoothly and are permeated with a high moral tone throughout. 
. . . Many of Mr Dawson'8 miscellaneous pieces shew the true 
poet, and a keen knowledge of the human heart. The rhyme is 
pleasant and tuneful, and in many instances is characterised by a 
devout spirit, which, doubtless, will commend the book to a wide 
circle of readers. Take, for instance, * The Close o* the Day.* . . . 
* The Auld Kirk Yard — Abercorn ' is another poem full of deep and 
tender sympathetic feeiing.*^— Linlithgowshire Gazette. 

"The poem * Avonmore* . . . breathes a cultured, pious philo- 
sophy. There are many fine descriptive passages. . . . Pathetic 
and beautiful is the illustration of *yon smitten father* reaping the 
harvest of his own sins in the death of his fair child, but receiving 
from that great pang the first strong impulse to climb the steeps into 
a nobler life." — Fife Herald. 



(< 



Mr Dawson's poetry possesses an originality and an individuality 
which stamp them as the productions of a true singer. . . . 
Throughout the piece (Avonmore) there are many noble passages. 
. . . The treatment is singularly forcible, elevated, and original. 
There are lines and phrases here which belong to those gems * five 
words long ' which deserve to sparkle on the * outstretched forefinger 
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of all time/ There are among the misoellaneons pieces . . . 
examples of the author's power as a poet which will g^ve him per^ 
roanent rank among our modern singers.'' — Kdto Chronicle, 

"... The verses at the beginning of Part Second of * Avon- 
more ' form a charming picture of life in a quiet country village far 
. from the busy haunts of men, and in poems of the kind described, 
Mr Dawson exhibits the pen of a ready writer. They are full of 
pleasant imagery which has the merit of being true to life. He 
displays an intense love of rural scenery, and describes it with great 
accuracy ; he has also the happy faculty of investing things belonging 
to it with a poetical charm. Although the poems are generally 
written in a serious strain, quiet humour is occarionally to be found 
in Mr Dawson's verse, as, for instance, in such efforts as, * Father and 
Son,' *The Gossips,' *The Thriftless Wife,' *The Empty Whisky 
Bottle,' &c. The versification . . . has a smooth, rhytiimical flow, 
and his jjoems bear evidence not only of pleasant fancies but of much 
polish. We heartily commend the volume to our readers, and can 
assure them that they will spend some agreeable and profitable hours 
perusing its contents." — Berwick Advertiser, 

" The publication of the present volume is but the payment of a debt 
which the author owed to his many admirers. Favourable opinions 
formed by reading many of his shorter pieces as they appeared in the 
press will be confirmed by a perusal of the selection given in the book, 
and the high merits of the principal poem, ' Avoumore,' certainly 
entitle it to a permanent place in Scottish literature. The true poef s 
love of nature, that first essential in him who would successfully 
depict and feelingly interpret her to others, is strongly present in Mr 
Dawson's work. His descriptions, bright or gloomy, humorous or 
pathetic, are touched off with singular deftness, and in the author of 
' Avonmore ' this charm is wedded to a high moral purpose which 
makes itself felt through all his work. He writes with a definite 
aim, and that a lofty one ; he preaches without sermonising — and his 
gospel is a gospel of action and endeavour, worthy of the age to which 
he addresses himself. In ' Avonmore ' . . . the great level main- 
tained throughout is a high one, and many passages of great power 
and beauty mi^ht be quoted. . . . * Avonmore and other Poems' 
deserves to be warmly welcomed by all who rejoice over each worthy 
addition to the storehouse of our National Poesy." — West Lothian 
Courier. 

*' * Avonmore ' deals with several of the leading social problems of 
the age. These are stated in clear and forcible language, and present 
features of humanitarian interest, illustrated, in many instances, by 
poetic imagery of great originality and power. . , . There is the 
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real ring of poetry in the work. The author has set a high ideal 
before himself and accomplished it. . . . In the extracts we have 
given, there is but a slight indication of the pearls and gems waiting 
the watchful eye. It is a noble task to give to the world such a 
volume of poetry. We have pleasure in welcoming the volume as 
from a son of song, an aged teacher, worthy of being placed in the 
possession of those we are interested in, worthy of study as a key to 
life's tangled web, and above all things, it must be ever a joy and 
remembrancer to those who have had the author's other teachings." — 
Tht Northern Ensign. 

** * Avonmore' setting its scene mainly by Tweedside, sets forth in 
short sections of various measures the spiritual growth of a young 
man who, starting out in life with sceptical views, becomes at last, 
after the death of his nearest friend and companion, devout. The 
religious spirit, indeed, pervades the book ; though not so thoroughly 
but some of the pieces are humorous and take regard of the earthy 
side of life. . . . The book, as a whole, appeals to those who take 
pleasure in seeing the uncontroverted doctrines of Christianity set in 
smoothly flowing and metrical language." — Scotsman, 

** In ' Avonmore ' the life hid with Christ in Grod is shewn to be no 
vain, empty dream, but the most perfect form of life . . . the 
completeness of true being. This is the grand lesson the author 
seeks to teach, and he has accomplished his task in a style at once 
meritorious and effective. ... In each of Mr Dawson's poems 
there is the ring of genuine poetry."— See Minstrdsy of the Merse^ by 
W. S. Crockett, page 241. 

** The poem (Avonmore) is a well -sustained production, containing 
many beautiful passages. It proves the author's expansive taste, 
refined imagination, and wide reading. In his miscellaneous verse 
we have evidence of the cultured mind and ear . . . his poetic 
eye is seen in his warm and intelligent love of Nature, while his keen 
perception of the beautiful and the true is frequently visible in 
pleasing and delicate touches." — See Edwards^ Modem Scottish Poets 
(1893), page 48. 
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part fitet 

Fked, on Avonmore Bridge, Time — evening. 

Hail, Tweed ! thy rolling waters 
Hymn, free-souled, a lost delight, 
Tears and pain are in thy gladness 
Deepening shades and dulling sight ; 
For our hearts, — self-nurtured despots, 
Make our sunshine or our night 

Standing pensive, gazing, thinking. 
Earth recedes, and now with thee 
I am blending, blent, ear-quickened. 
From this clay*s dull trammels free ; 
But thy voices rise in accents, 
Tro^ibled sad, and strange to me. 

Where's the lay you sang my childhood. 
Like a seer's triumphant theme ? 
Hast thou not for me a welcome 
In my hour of need supreme, — 
One poor word to me beseeching. 
To light up life's horrid dream ; 
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Some proud song, — some Border story 
Learned 'mid sunlit crag and fell. 
Fired with truth, with soul and action, 
This poor withered heart to swell, — 
Hope-lit, chartered me to rescue 
From this self, — this shoreless hell ? 

Why my broken days remarshal ? 
Eun you always limpid waves ? 
Are not some sins sinless follies 
Opening manhood ever craves ? 
They are flesh and blood no longer, 
Let them sleep then in their graves. 

Yes ! . . . IVe heard of life's to-morrow, 
On some dark, untrodden shore ; 
Death hath claimed a thousand harvests. 
And he reaps now as before ; 
And I, too, with — ^well, the issues, 
Must his step hear at my door. 

Sighing ? Hast thou suffering, sorrow ? 
Tears are bom of human woe ; 
Moumest thou remembered summers 
In the golden long ago ? 
Human dreams of hope and gladness 
Ne'er were thine to love and know. 

I, thy pain ! Then cease thy grieving. 
Withered trees will summer brave ; 
What though winter roimd me gather. 
And one foot be in the grave ; 
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Hast thou not a thousand children. 
Whose young feet thou still canst lave ? 

Be it, that life's spring was wasted. 

Plans, — the playthings of a day. 

Possibilities untested. 

And youth's promise in decay ; 

But you taunt me, — ^"Others seized them," 

Well, their glory sing me, pray. 

Are they blest ? Their souls are crusted 

With earth's grime and Mammon clay ! 

Yet the tear will start unbidden. 
Dreams return that once were dear. 
Memory paints with fairy pencil, 
All life's summers buried here ; 
These enthral with wild emotion. 
And unman me lingering near. 

Night is quenching life and beauty. 
Silvan songs to sleep are wed. 
Frowning grows the brow of heaven. 
Not a star adorns her head. 
And my soul, in deepening darkness. 
Gropes where once it boldly led. 

Is day s glory but night's bondman ? 
Light — a ship, wrecked on eve's strand ? 
Does the earth but build her summers 
For stem winter's wasting hand ? 
And poor man, delusion's victim. 
Find earth's castles built on sand ? 
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Spare me ! spare, ye maddening waters. 
For your voice, with thimder blast 
Of a resurrection trumpet. 
Through the grave-land of the past. 
Wakes accusers, fire-tongued, coimtless. 
From my wasted years amassed. 

Stem denouncer ! storms can slumber. 
And the wars of nature cease ; 
Wilt thou ? or, relentless,, drive me 
In thy waves to seek for peace. 
Daring death's untold revealings. 
In my frenzy for release ? 

No ! I scorn the coward's haven. 

All death's bitterness I ask ; 

Mine to brunt life's last requital. 

Fighting out her sternest task ; 

What this frown, called death, 's I know not. 

But life's smile's a golden mask. 



'Tis night. From Cheviot hills afar 
The mustering hosts of heaven draw near. 
And thimders hurl their clang of war 
Through crouching nature, dumb with fear. 
They shout, they charge ; the sky is riven, 
And listening hearts forget to beat. 
The rain-clouds loose the floods of heaven. 
And drown the valleys at their feet 
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They pause ; then rush with deadlier might, 
The lightnings wrap in day the plain, 
Blinded and stunned, till pitying night 
The frightened world clutches again. 
Quivering with wrath, the shafts of fire, 
Like sickles reap the helpless skies. 
While man his head bows neath their ire, 
And earth lies bound a sacrifice. 

Fred, in a room watching the storni. 

dread Unknown ! What is thy name 
Writ o'er heaven's brow in cloud and flame ? 
Nature, thy symbols pain ! speak J 
Eelent and bless. The silence break ! 
In brighter hours we listening dream 
Some nearing tidings through thee teem ; 
A stray note falls ; — ^in glad surprise 
0».piits.. thy prophets me.' 
Till man half deems some soul may be 
Imprisoned in thy mystery. 
Fighting to voice her struggling life. 
Like deaf-mutes in a hopeless strife. 
Now spendthrift bounty guides thy hand. 
And waiting life thy feasts attend ; 
Then storms will rave through summer skies, 
And harvest's kingdom trampled lies ; 
And seas, the ships they joyous bore 
^url as a jest on iron shore. 
Or suck beneath their sun-flaked tide 
The hapless child and suicide. 
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As loosened stone from towering Ben, 
With bounding strides leaps to the glen, 
Crushing unreeked the lamb in heath 
And hissing snake in equal death ; 
So thou, — ^no groan, no sigh, no tear 
For wreck of soul or starry sphere ; 
Stem millstone powers around are seen, 
And hapless man's the grain between. 



'Tis mom. The ruddy gates of dawn 

The joyous sim threw wide. 
And nighf s dark curtains, — soft withdrawn, 

He kissed his sleeping bride ; 
Earth, thrilled, awoke, fair in his sight. 
And clad herself in robes of light. 

Fred sought the Tweed. Its lordly charm, 

That swayed him when a boy. 
Threw round him now its suasive arm. 

And woke a pensive joy ; 
Earth had her stormy night forgot. 
And he the shadows o'er his lot. 

Mom's rosy breath, earth's starry weeds. 

The cloudless, shoreless skies. 
All whispered life and hope and deeds, 

And bade a tear arise ; 
Unknown its whence, or why 'twas dear. 
But angels caught that falling tear. 
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precious luxury — a tear ! 

Mute language of our woe, 
First herald of a nobler life, 

Where heavenward love may grow ; 
The sinking soul, nigh in despair. 
Seeks heaven through thee, — each drop a prayer. 

O token of a kindred soul. 

That makes our griefs her own ! 
And sheds this sacred dew wherein 

Love's mystery is shown ; 
And through those pearls of tenderness. 
Our cup of sorrow holds the less. 

silent voice of ransomed soul ! 

O speech of grateful love ! 
More reaching than the seraph's voice, — 

The envy known above 
As angels', as o*er harps they sweep, 
Oft sinless wish the gift to weep. 



Then blithesome from yon beetling cliff, 

Where clings an old ash-tree, 
A young voice threw upon the breeze 

These wild notes in its glee. 

THE SONG OF YOUTH. 

O'er the sun-clad hills and the silver rills 

The joyous breezes blow, 
And a voice of love, filling brake and grove, 

Ensouls the summer's glow ; 
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While the bell-shaped flowers haunting all our bowers 
Eing their merry peals through the golden hours. 

And they call to man, — '* Be part of the plan 

That networks earth's array, 
When thy heart beats strong, and thy life's a song, 

A glorious roundelay ; 
Where thy brawny toil is harvesting spoil. 
From the mines of thought or the stubborn soil." 

Though dark o*er the sky may flit clouds on high, 

Like bulwarks of the deep, 
Yet their mountain form gives the sky a charm. 

As soundless on they sweep ; 
While their shadows race in a fairy chase. 
And the lights between shed an airy grace. 

And the light and shade o'er the landscape made 

Are books for painter's lore ; 
They gladden the sight with a wild delight, 

Like wizard's magic store ; 
And the blazing sun, oh, has only won 
Just half of the praise when the day is done. 

So a toiling life with its share of strife. 

And rousing calls to dare. 
Has a noble joy that nought can destroy, 

Though clouds float here and there ; 
For, proud in each gain, we forget our pain, 
And arouse to our part and strive again. 

Ay, when giant Care has his arm made bare, 
And struck with all his might, 
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Then my battling soul keener seeks her goal, 

And hails the bands of light 
That brightly are seen all the clouds between, 
And fringing their gloom with their golden sheen. 

Is the day less bright because of the night ; 

Or is earth preparing a tear. 
Because each flower at the appointed hour 

Must die with the dying year ? 
Does she not, all coy, still her powers employ. 
To drink all the bliss of her present joy ? 

Then let me hail the shout of the gale. 

Or soft wind's merry glee. 
And the wild alarm of the peltering storm. 

Or calm of the slumbering sea ; 
Treading life along let me learn their song, 
And with blending voice all their praise prolong. 

Oh, is there a breath in the things around. 

Pulsing the earth and sea. 
Alike in the trees and the fitful breeze. 

And all a part of me ; 
And is my soul but a part of a whole, 
That finds in our God its wondrous goal ? 

To the future press with a consciousness 

That there lies unwon land ; 
On earth lay hold with a purpose bold, 

On heaven the other hand ; 
And let the right arm of the Unseen One 
Be still thy broad shield till life's race is run. 
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Then away the past with its freezing blast 

That wintered all thy sky ; 
Heir the golden hours and awake thy powers, 

Thy right to live to buy ; 
Through the light and shade all earth's sheen is made, 
And man's nobler man claims a kindred aid. 



Feed. 

Sing on, happy dreamer ! 

Life's dawn now glads thy sky, 
And hope's an endless schemer. 

That mocks man by-and-by. 
For thee, sweet summer smiling 

Makes glad the waiting earth. 
And nature's slaves are toiling 

To hasten harvest's birth. 
All bliss now fills thy chalice. 

Health shouts her joyous lay ; 
And thou hast reared thy palace 

In summers far away. 

Know'st thou of life-plans shattered ; 

Of strength and purpose fled ; 
Or where hope's flowers, all battered, 

Hang drooping, dying, dead ? 
Far ofif thy dread awaking 

To earth's fierce cry and groan ; 
No breath the " dead bones " shaking, 

Nor ear to hear thy moan ! 
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He sought a bubbling spring nigh hid 

Beneath a may-clad thorn ; 
His youth lay mirrored in its breast. 

Of not one floweret shorn. 
He stirred, as when a boy, its bed. 

The slumbering mud woke round. 
And earth was poorer by a smile. 

And he no richer found ; 
The waters flowed with turbid roll, 
like passions woke in the tempted souL 



OSBOKNE, coming to the well. 

Good morning. Has some idle knave 
Been fooling with the limpid wave ? 

Fred. 

Good morning. Yes, you've named him right. 
And I'm the idle knavish wight. 
How pure it lay. One touch, — ^'twas past ; 
And one rash act a life may blast. 

OSBORNK 

See, here and there and everywhere. 
Pure points are swift appearing. 

And spring with spring in widening ring 
The mud away is clearing. 

Till now before our waiting eyes. 

The nobler lives, the baser dies. 

B 
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Would man with man where'er he can 

Seek aye to bless another, 
The moral slune, the dens of crime, 

Where sinks some forlorn brother. 
Would hastening roll their filth away. 
And smile like this in heaven's pure day. 

Feed. 

I too have dreamed of high emprise — 
Some good to dare, some height to gain — 

And toiled with soul aflame to rise. 
But labour showered me fruitless pain ; 

Till, sick of heart with toil and woe, 

I bade the lying phantom go. 

Earth's sweetest song is but a cry. 

Her promises befool her slave, 
Her laugh's the sister of a sigh, 

And cradles but forecast the grave ; 
Our very joys and brightest hours 
Our tears bedrench as rain the flowers. 

Osborne. 

Water your sorrows with idle tears, 
Cripple your purpose with groundless fears. 
Then shall be thineward a load of woe. 
And heart as cold as the drifting snow. 

Fred. 

Well, reckless now, without a friend, 
I wait, clench-teethed, the bitter end. 
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Osborne. 

Poor harvests wait such toil. Is't not life's joy 
To beat each foeman back, till darkness dies, 
And mom at last runs laughing o'er our path ? 
All else makes life a lie. 

Feed. 

Why fight when life 
But wins the hostelry of death, whose bed's 
A grave ? Man's helpless in life's awful sea. 
As child he wades its shores, where wavelets kiss 
His feet, and whisper to his trusting ear 
Of isles of beauty near its farther shore. 
As man he hears a call, and with his peers 
He breasts the foam and glories in his strength. 
Intent he strikes where stronger swimmers lead, 
Nor notes the lessening throng that fights the surge ; 
While mocking waves, with noisy tumult, drown 
The gurgling groans that bubbling rise around ; 
Then in its wastes he struggling cramps and dies. 
What hath the past ? Job's shadow-hand o'erspans 
The years, grey with the rime of eld, and grasps 
The Ayrshire bard's. Uz mourns, "Brother, thy 

woes 
Beat at the centre of the human heart, 
Mine thine, thine mine." The years but change 

their slaves, 
But not the awful tragedy of life. 
As mid the burning sands, an Arab, all 
His water spent, toils toward the longed-for pool ; 
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'Tis reached, — ^'tis dry ! With one low groan he sinks 
Upon its bed and dies. Then rain descends ; 
The waters rise and lave the bony hands. 
And mocking kiss the wasting lips ; so man 
Sinks 'mid unfruited hopes. His sought chance 

comes, — 
To him an hour too late. 



So young. A ^ 
Eesolve should 



Osborne. 

Strange thoughts for one 
groan, where songs of hope and high 
i fire the tongue, and yet how like — 



Feed, interi^wpting. 

Are they more fit for age, — for those who, through 
The weary years, have learned the woe the heart 
Must bear before it wins the dreamless land ? 
Am I but wiser than my years ? Have I, 
Like reader of some dark entangled tale. 
But skipped the wastes between of plot and crime, 
And learned, ere season due, the bitter end ? 

OSBOENE. 

When age looks on its setting sun, and cairns 

Of buried loves crowd life's long way, and friends — 

A memory, and every sense that blest 

The earth is dulled, the fount of tears long dry ; 

The past, a scroll with many a blotted line. 

The future filled, perchance, with want and fear ; 

Alone the pilgrim stands, life's music dead. 

While weakness heirs the wreck of seventy years ; 




A VON MORE. 21 



Life's good is then forgot, its now is all ! 
The Hearing night blots out the far-off day. 
A groan is but the voicing of a woe, 
Bom of the weaker, not the nobler man. 
Yet oft the wail is guilty fretf ulness ; 
'Twas theirs to reap without the sower's toil, 
And wear the crown without the bitter cross. 
God's kingdoms wait His law. Obedience gains 
Its crown. Its " tekel's " terrible, though years 
Between the sin and stroke that claims the debt. 

Fred. 

Grind on, grind on, ye toiling slaves. 

To win your crust of bread. 
Then at life's close creep to your graves, 

And rest your weary head ; 
No hand can save where death's flag waves. 
And God is dead 1 

Osborne. 

Not heaven's the guilt for iron bands 
Unbroken by your nerveless hands ; 

God cannot do for man 
What he can win by toil and zeal 
To swell earth's store — the common weal. 

As factor in the plan. 
Even He — the Life — at Bethany's grave 

This dual law hath shown, 
God will His part, but still for man, 

" EoU ye away the stone." 
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The wind dead in your teeth may hold, 
Paling the stern, shaking the bold, 

Beneath the riven sail ; 
But seamen 'mid the ocean's roll 
Heed more their chart, and with bare pole 

Scud on before the gale ; 
And harder as the storm descends. 

They sterner brunt its might ; 
And morn proclaims them victors true, 
Who vanquished seemed at night 
Then racing, waves chasing. 

The ship bounds joyous home ; 
To starboard and larboard 
She flings the hoary foam. 

Fred. 

We blinded toil with shackled hands, 

And loaded dice our lot commands. 

Earth's tangled skein — the heaven-hell strife 

She weaves us in the web of life 

Freezes my heart, baffles my brain. 

Drowns hope, and floods my soul with pain. 

With lengthened rope the ox strides round, 

Yet nearing death 'tis ever found ; 

So doomed, I'm to some centre chained. 

And lessening circles point the end. 

OSBORNK 

Give me the man who finds his luck 
In iron toil and manly pluck. 
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Man heirs a birthright from the sky. " Subdue 

It " stands his charter still. Earth owns him lord 

And worships at his feet. The lightning waits 

His hand, outspeeds the hurrying day, and time 

And space are dead. The chafing storm receives 

His yoka Its clouded brow frowns all in vain. 

The elements toil as his slaves to bless 

His store. He works his will, nor fears nor owns 

A thwarting power. Eternal law he claims 

As his right hand and bulwark of his throne. 

In this he lives and moves, — ^a depute God 

To work a higher will behind his own. 

Deeds are his thoughts made visible for hands 

To handle, — tangible, eternal they. 

For them there is no death. They mock the grave, 

And walk triumphant through the rolling years. 

Man builds for time unborn. Eternities 

Far off have their beginnings now, and man's 

Poor life, — so full of blots and stains and shreds 

Of purpose, — sped with stumbling feet, faint heart. 

And weary hands, still cleaves the watching heavens 

As one long psalm to God. Does God then bless 

But to destroy ? God, the All-Builder, moves 

The soul-expanding force, touching the soul 

Of frail humanity, and man becomes 

Co-worker with his God, till very dust 

Stands glorified in garments of the skies. 

The Father sees man's toil with loving gaze. 

And counts the roar of work an angel's song. 

He hints. He speaks. He points to nobler plans ; 

Some few He sets as foremen o'er the throng, — 



i 
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The few that whispers hear behind the veil, 
And catch the higher breaths of very God ; 
Yet each man's honest toil earns Heaven's "Well 

done," 
And stalwart angel wins no higher praise. 
The law which metes Grod's happiness metes 

mine; 
The pulse that joyous throbs the children's breast 
Finds answering pulses in the Eternal Love. 

See justice meting crime its doom. What, this, 
If man's not free to choose ? Else were our courts 
The voice of injured man arraigning God ; 
Our jails, a futile protest 'gainst His deeds, — 
A proxy punishment, because He hides 
Beyond our puny reach. Make circumstance 
Your slave, and win your right to be a man. 
The unit's growth fathers a nation's rise ; 
This, the proud fruit of triumphs won by that. 
The kingdoms of to-day o'ertop their sires, 
Though oft a pause, a stop, may intervena 
As swallows, wearied in their ocean- flight, 
Eest on the passing ship, but jaded strength 
Restored, they bid their ark farewell, and dare 
Their unreached aim ; so nations pause and breathe. 
Then forward press, and carve a higher name 
Upon the growing pyramid of time. 

Fair stands man's realm, though scarred in many 

a part; 
But whence the marring hand ? Disease and crime 
Point to our slums, our waifs, our herded poor. 
Intemperance and Vice, and cry, " Behold 
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Our place of birth ! " We sow in selfishness, 
And nature hurls us back her stern award — 
"Eye for an eye," — a discipline of tears. 
Calling on man to sweep the curse away. 



Fked. 

Heredity's far-reaching power 

Still fates man in his brightest hour. 

Osborne. 

An unmixed good waits not on man. The powers 

The mightiest to bless are mightiest 

To smite. See Fire thy friend, thy foe ! The Press. 

The freeman's great right arm, 's omnipotent 

For good when by the hand of angel led. 

But terrible when through its mighty voice 

A demon finds a tongue. Heredity's 

Man's friend. What are we but the blended parts 

Of countless sires, who live through all the years 

In us ? Our pulses throb through th' influence 

Of long-forgotten lives. The what-has-been. 

The is, is now in me, and death my power 

On earth will not destroy. From stage to stage, 

The upward slow ascent, makes man the all 

He is or yet may be. Dark nature holds 

This true in all, — 'tis better stumbling on 

Than standing still, and '* Towards the light " is still 

Her cry. Each morning wakes a wiser world ; 

Each day proclaims its yesterday was wrong. 

And eve throws light on morning's misty dawn. 

And still an unreached glory leads men on. 
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Heredity makes terrible our life ; 
With iron hand it grasps our good and ill, 
And on our deeds it stamps its arrow-mark 
For weal or woe. Thrice blest, who aid the right 1 
A life of wantonness, — then falls the curse 
Of taint, that yet may blast the God in man 
And dig the early grava The thorns, that wound 
The children's weary feet, a parent's hand 
Strewed on their way, and dowered their life with 

pain. 
Yon smitten father, standing by the bed 
Of his fair child, reaps in her nearing death 
His harvest now. He forged the fated bolt 
Before her birth, and placed her grave within 
Her closing teens, amid the dews of youth 
And all the dreams of opening day. sight 
For angels' tears ! guilty memories ! 
flames of hell, licking with scorching tongues 
The life's-blood oozing from his heart, while words 
Of tender love fall from those dying lips, 
Adding a woe more dread than fell remorse. 
Yet here the night may parent day, and he 
From her young grave the first strong step may 

take 
To climb the steeps into a nobler life ; 
And in their future rest, heaven's good revealed 
From evil wrought, she'll count her early death 
A double gain, and heaven a dearer home. 

Look with a smile on all around, 
Nor hunt for grief or woe ; 
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And minstrels ever will be found 

To cheer us as we go. 
The birds rebuke our fretful care, 

The daisies shame our faith, 
And summers clad in garments fair 

Sing " Winter is not death.' 



)4 



Be ours to prize each sweet caress, — 

To catch each loving sound 
That wanders through the sea of bliss. 

That laves the world around, 
And with a willing, grateful heart 

Give love out to some other ; 
And know we most possess the part 

We share with needy brother. 

Fred. 

A merry song and mellow 

You bravely aim to sing, 
Mid leaves so sere and yellow, 

And distant days of spring. 
Your face with lines of sorrow 

Is furrowed here and there ; 
Your past must tinge your morrow. 

And blanch your cheek with care. 

I too will turn a preacher, 
And rave of woe and pain, 

As some kind gentle teacher, 
Whose stripes are for our gain ; 
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And brace the trembling craven 

To sneer at parting breath, 
Mid dreams of some calm haven 

Beyond the storms of death ; 
And laugh as each duped mortal 

Eeels on thus nerved to die, 
And who'll retrace death's portal 

To shame our shameless lie ? 
Forgive my jest ! Life's jarring 

Is, oh ! too deep for tears ; 
And vain is banter's sparring. 

To quench its crushing fears. 

Osborne. 

The theme's too vast for hours like these 
To reason out. 

Fred. 

Just as you please ; 
A walk ? I'll pitch all on the shelf ; 
My heaven is refuge from myself. 



They reached the bridge. Enrapt they stood 

In nature's temple fair, 
Where rocks their hoary altars reared. 

And on the joyous air 
The clouds as incense rolled along. 
And Tweed filled all her courts with song ; 
And untongued voices whispered rest 
And comfort to the troubled breast. 
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Fred. 

dear, dear scenes ! Eound memories cleave. 
Here sped my boyhood's hours. 

When laughing spring would singing weave 

The lingering snows to flowers. 
And bright along the path of sleep 

These long-lost glories rise, — 

1 wake to life's mirage and weep. 

Or curse its gilded lies. 

Osborne. 

The music floating roimd like seraph's song 

Is marred by your own groans. I too could curse 

The world, and count the frosts, the rain and storm. 

And fill my creeping years with pain, and live 

Forgetful of the love and light which fill 

One summer day ; forget my friends and health, 

And all the flowers that strew my path, till lik^ 

An avalanche they'd grind me 'neath their load. 

And fill the day with ghosts of summers dead. 

Shake off these moods ! Childlike look round ; 

Have these for thee no voice nor sound ? 

Fred. 

You see one life pulse sky and sod. 
Touch thought in rocks and trees. 

And hear the by-sweep of your God 
In whisperings of the breeze ; 
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And in a sweet delusive bliss 

You search for what you crave, 
And find a solace from the grass 

That clothes a mother's grave ! 

I look around, my search is vain. 

The stem expounder, years, 
Has planted every spot with pain. 

And dumbed interpreters. 
Their rhymes are dead. I shuddering hear, 

Beneath their treble glee, 
A storm of groans crash on mine ear, 

All set in minor key. 

Osborne. 

My childhood still I see. 

Bright like a sunlit river. 
And know the hopes that, gemmed my dawn, 

Like youth, are gone for ever ; 

But could life s morning dream 

Expand to fact, till dressed 
In harvests with rich glory crowned. 

Would man in these be blessed ? 

Oh, grander far's the task 

To wrestle in the strife. 
And from the wastes of baffled hopes 

To build a nobler life ; — 

A life sublimed by faith, — 

Our past of grief forgot. 
To crown each day with duty done 

And glorify our lot ! 
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I've felt a nameless joy 

At labour's iron call, 
And blest kind heaven for bone and thews 

At evening's silent fall ; 

For in my sweat I knew 

There was no tyrant s rod, 
For toil was bliss, 'twas but the child 

Aiding his Father — God ! 



They parted with a kind " Good-bye," 

That day had made them one. 
And each " felt" glad, yet " knew not why," 

Their friendship had begun. 



part Secon^. 

During the evening Fred receives from Osborne a hook by 
Allan Graham. It ran thus : — 

Hard by sweet Torra's trotting stream 

Dear Lin wood greets the day. 
With here and there a spreading ash. 

Clad in its vestments grey ; 
Old, quaint, and poor, — an humble spot, — 
If wealth it owned, earth knew it not. 

It had its smithy, grand resort 

For all in stormy weather, 
Where Lords and Commons and red sparks 

Were all blown up together ; 
And he who most his rulers cursed 
Ruled his own home and brats the worst. 

A shop or two, an ag^d mill, 

A noisy little school. 
Where yoimgsters trembled, and yet dared 

The master's iron rule ; 
And dreamt of retribution when 
The coming years had made them men. 

A little church stood in its midst, 

The dead slept all around, 

32 
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And windows looked with pensive gaze 

To that thrice holy ground ; 
Its people felt, when there they stood, 
They touched the garments of their God. 

On summer eves, when toil was done. 

The rustics solace found 
In sauntering out for friendly chat. 

The children sporting round ; 
Their young hearts glad, their summer gay. 
No care, and winter far away, 

childhood ! one sweet day of heaven ! 
Thy music's full of bliss. 

Where Pleasure rains her golden showers. 

And morning suns caress ; 
Thy sunny smile a kiss can buy, 
And change to song the rising sigh. 

And there my May, my young life's joy. 

Played in her merry glee, 
A song in motion, bright to all. 

But richer bliss for me. 
How blent our souls 1 what mystic si)ell 
Made two lives one, we could not tell. 

We were to each another self. 
Our days were wondrous fair ; 

1 pulled the daisies in my joy. 
And wove them in her hair ; 

Her merry laugh, her pawky glee. 

Were richest payments showered on me. 

c 
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Our lives ran like some silvery brook 
That dreams through sunlit lands. 

Whose waves caress the fringing flowers 
Or play on golden sands ; 

While sun and moon and starry throng, 

Kobe them in light and voice their song. 

Years told their tale. We plighted troth ; 

That vow my bosom filled 
With strange delight, while nobler life 

My pulsing life-stream thrilled ; 
Mine was a bliss tongue cannot name, 
As soon might painter paint a flame. 



Why is the world so fair ? 
Why shines the sun so bright ? 
Why rest the clouds mid-air, 
Bathed in soft crimson light ? 
The flowers a something know, 
The larks sing merrily. 
The wind with whispers low 
Go sportive in their glee. 
They smile as flowers can smile, 
They glow as clouds can glow, 
And woodlands shout the while, 
" We know ! we know ! we know ! " 
They all sing out to me, 
While round their loves entwine 
Of summers yet to be. 
For my sweet May is mine. 
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From cradles hid in the mountain land 

The prattling brooklets flow, 
And winds with shouts of a lawless band 

Through airy kingdoms go ; 
And racing seas, with their yeasting waves, 

Groan like a world in pain, 
And Etna roars with imprisoned wrath, 

'Mid storms of fiery rain. 
These burden night with their shouts of might. 

And weary listening day. 
Yet powers around with a silent hsinA 

Are mightier far than they. 

Is there a sound when the sun commands 

The night, " Give back your prey ! " 
Or who hath heard in its wrath the night 

Leap on poor dying day ? 
And Spring with life to an unborn race, 

And robes for naked earth. 
With soundless feet and the touch of God, 

Gives all a second birth. 

The law that binds 'neath its sway all spheres 

As through heaven's courts they go. 
With God-girt might in deep silence rules. 

As hush as falling snow ; 
And human loves with a depth sublime 

Have their resistless sway. 
That laughs to scorn all the blustering storm 

That reigns for one short day. 
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Thus was our love, and we lived and felt 

One wondrous ravishment ; 
Our hearts were knit with a mystic tie, 

As light and heat are blent. 
Ours was a song by twin spirits sung 

In tremulous delight ; 
And birds and flowers guessed our secret bliss. 

And whispered still, " No night !" 

Thus day chased day like sun-kissed waves 

That fire some rippling stream, 
Whose Eunic rhymes sing of happy climes 

And bliss of young love's dream. 
But suns must set and bright summers die. 

And flowers forget to blow. 
And forests stripped of their leafy robes 

Stand widowed in the snow. 

And man must brace to his purpose here, 

And break from boyhood's hours. 
But coming Spring with her witching songs 

Will wake earth's sleeping flowers. 
Thus I with zeal and a joyous song 

To life's bright path essayed, 
And dreamt of fame and a home of love, 

Blest by my Border maid. 

To live one eve of our sacred joy. 

We sought sweet Linwood's grove, 

And lent our souls to the glorious hour. 
For all around breathed love ; 
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And linwood heard by her lover's well 
Our plighted troth once more, 

While woodlands rang with the loves of birds, 
And gladness all things wore. 



Dear Avonmore ! in boyhood's sheen 
Glad summer days in thee I've seen, 
And countless joys and loves between ! 
Sweet Linwood ! may thy leafy bowers 
Be ever filled with childhood's flowers. 
And witness loves as dear as ours ! Good bye ! 

My schoolmates, merry-hearted throng, 
May all your days be one proud song. 
Voicing the years ye tramp along ! 
My teachers faithful, loved, revered, 
Whose frown I mourned, and ferule feared. 
Whose smiles aroused, and praises cheered ! Good bye ! 

aged pair ! all good attend 

And on you wait till life's cares end. 

All needed grace may Heaven extend ; 

And thou, my May, my joy, my pride. 

Be ever present by my side ; 

As angel-guest with me abide ! Good-bye ! 

On life's shore impatient standing. 
There's my bark, my helm and dars. 

All my soul and strength demanding. 
One brave step, — retreating shores. 
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Now my oar I grasp firm-handed, 
Light hope's lamp and to the breeze 

Give my banner, though round stranded 
Lie strange crafts 'mid pelting seas ; 

Brave hearts win while laggards sigh. 

Daring, toiling ; why not I ? 



part xrbfr&^— Darftnes^^ 

Long years have past ; 'mid fruitless care 
I clutch at Hope born of Despair; 
Her ashy lips, her wintry smile. 
Like fate-fire would my steps beguile. 
How fares the strife ? who wins the prize ? 
Who climbs the peaks and scales the skies ? 
On heights sublime some calmly bask ; 
But where the crowds who dared the task ? 
Life's hungry waves for ever roll 
Alike o'er fool and glorious soul. 
That half unconscious of a throe, 
This writhing in a hell of woe. 
Where higher throbs of nobler life. 
Breed keener anguish in the strife ; 
Till nearer God heirs greater pain. 
And nearer brute the greater gain. 

This eve beside a bed I stood 
Where's life's grand tale none dared intrude ; 
'Mid hope's dead leaves and fitful breath, 
I saw the unmooring hand of Death 
Beckon dear Claud launch on that sea — 
The dark, unguessed, dread mystery. 
Priceless the worth of such a friend. 
And fierce the pang, " Here all must end ! " 



i 



40 A VON MORE, 



His soul, sublimed with quenchless fire, 

Would all our lagging zeal inspire ; 

His, " Forward, mates, the day is ours," 

Thrilled high intent and flamed our powers ; 

We grasped life's aim, wrote on our scroll : — 

" Deeds aie the footprints of the soul ! " 

Impassioned all his pulses burned, 

The mean he scorned, the base he spurned ; 

His joyous laugh, his yearning eye. 

Made envy dumb and malice die. 

Where now his dreams, his toils, and gain. 

And brain-sweat in life's stern campaign ? 

Wrecked in the port ere yet the breeze 

Had borne him on to battling seas ; 

And when Hope's star lit all his sky, 

He, baffled, staggers, sinks to die ! 

One glory less poor earth will have. 

And one more triumph for the grave. 

Dunedin's scenes of wretchedness 
With angel tread he'd aid and bless ; 
Strong in the faith he taught and felt. 
Something of heaven in all men dwelt, 
That o'er earth's dross would victor prove. 
And answer back his brother-love. 

From some low wretch he'd stern demand 
His right to live with toilless hand ; 
Till cowering with clenched fist and teeth. 
The " rough " would own, with bated breath. 
He ought, he would, but he could feel 
Upon his neck the public heel ; 
All doors were shut, he helpless now. 
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The felon's brand was on his brow ; 

To change and live 'twere vain to try, 

He, born a thief, a thief must die ; 

How soon death came h^ little cared, 

Or where he went, or how he fared ; 

There might be chance to shirk his curse, 

'Twould tax Old Nick to make it worse. 

" My back," he'd growl, " is at the wall, 

That's all I know — a dashed black all ! " 

Or, " You've a chance," some wretch would turn. 

In tones of anger, hate and scorn, 

" To win earth's race and hold your own, 

But we, poor devils, ours is gone ! 

Watched if we hang about the street. 

The hounds of order at our feet ; 

Or, get we work, aye, witness, God ! 

We're 'peached ' 'jail-birds,' we get the road. 

Our hearts are crushed, are turned to stone, 

And curses drown the rising groan. 

I hear your mocking Sabbath-bell 

With lying tongue on breezes swell, 

Bidding me to the house of prayer. 

To learn of love and mercy there. 

I've learned your lingo, — oh, 'tis sweet ! 

Not like the rough slang o' the street. 

I hear, I go, but not for me 

The temple stands with entrance frea 

My clothes outcast me, people turn ; 

What worth's my soul ? they back me spurn. 

You preach with patience I should bear. 

For all our lot is heaven's high care ; 
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That's very good, and frees your hand 
From many an awkward straight command. 
And saves right off, one way or other. 
Your selfish souls a world of bother. 
I*m bad, I know, steal where I can. 
Yet Tve some feelings of a man ; 
Not sharp as yours, — no, that I guess, 
But keen, d — d keen, yet no' the less ; 
Ax pardon, sir, I should not swear. 
But somehow it does ease our care, 
As if it were some sort o* prayer. 
There's Moll, as true a hearted w^ife 
As ever drew the breath o' life ; 
Well, when our last young kid was born, 
I reckless grew, my heart was torn ; 
(No harm, sir, but I'd wish you spend 
Just one cursed week from end to end, 
And fight our fight 'mid want and cold, 
Your stinging tongue in cheek you'd hold ;) 
No bread ! no, nothing all that day ; 
My God, those hours crept slow away ! 
Her thin white hand her pale brow pressed. 
While babe lay tugging at her breast. 
A widow brought (them folks can feel ; 
Tliey've borne, sir, and they know the steel 
That pierces common folk) some tea 
For Moll, poor lass ! no, not for me, — 
That were too much ; I still could bear 
Twice over for her lying there. 
I sought the Officer for bread ; 
* Go, work ; that's law/ and shook his head. 
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Needless to tell where aid I sought, 

My tale, my tears no pity brought. 

I know no more, but home 1 turned, 

Good in me died, hell in me burned ; 

My wife, my chits, were mine to save ; 

Food was around, my share I'd have. 

Was it a sin ? Ay, answer, man. 

Them die or steal ? Which, now, your plan ? 

The slow hours sped, night came at last ; 

Ay, call it bad ! but right was past. 

And hunger near and dark despair. 

And Moll abed in sickness there. 

* Caught in the act ;' — the prison mine ; 

Poor Moll 'mid want was left to pine. 

One mom a neighbour sought her bed. 

My wife was cold, her soul had fled. 

And by her side the babe lay dead. 

Chased to their God by want's fierce hound, 

Amid the teeming wealth around ! 

What was their tale in Christ's bent ear, 

Of His saints' love bestowed them here ? 

You wince, you frown, you're wisely dumb ; 

Well, hold your jaw, ' till Kingdom come ! ' 

Their deaths, like plague-spots, stain some door, 

And God will judge, — Judge of the poor. 

And do you wonder, whiles your talk 

Through fists for tongues we answer back ? 

We're bad and down, stripes on us fall ; 

We'll wait ; man spurns — He knows us all." 

Though Claud would chide, or bravely dare 
To beard the outcast in his lair, 
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Yet when we sought his steps to turn, 
With mantling blood his cheek would burn, 
And from his memory richly stored, 
Would tell of many a grateful word. 
Of hopeful change, of lives redeemed, 
Of waiflets saved where dark vice teemed; 
Whatever their stain, this was his cry, 
" They are my brothers ; must they die ? 
And from these waifs I may meet one 
A guest beside the great white throne." 
His worth smote dumb. I'd give a smile. 
And add, " Vain hope and vainer toil." 

Why should this tent of clay control 
The fiery purpose of the soul ? 
marriage of an ill-matched pair,* 
A soul heaven-fired to do and dare 
Wed to a mate of fragile ware ! 
Spurning its clog, the soul must wait. 
The nobler 'neath the meaner's fate. 
Yon outcast, see ! a speaking beast, 
A waster at life's awful feast. 
Through life's long stage he vigour wears. 
And eighty crowns his soulless years. 
Why his green age, ye preachers, say. 
And genius quenched in opening day ? 

" Our Father " ope'd my infant prayer. 
We, sons of God, his last-born care. 
One blood, one taint, one God-man friend. 
One faith, one hope, one heaven, one end ! 
Proud song, heaven-strayed, could one forget 
The wrongs in one short day he met. 



A VON MORE, 45 



As castaway on ocean's wave 
Floats sadly o'er his future grave, 
Scanning the heavens with bloodshot eyes, 
As tearless night creeps o'er the skies ; 
With drooping head as sinks the day, 
He helpless yields to Nature's sway ; 
The pitying stars in silence bend. 
And on his wandering couch attend ; 
Then Slumber rears her airy realms, 
And bursting joy his soul o'erwhelms ; 
The bubbling spring his wants attend. 
And welcomes cheer, and clasp of friend. 
Joy breaks his bliss, he wakes ! the sea 
Plays round his raft in thoughtless glee ; 
With sinking heart he gazes round. 
No ship, no land, nor hope is found, 
But Death's dull footsteps nearer sound. 
So all are phantoms priests have given 
Of Fatherhood and love and heaven ; 
Their tale as Eden blissful gleams, 
But Death will break the reign of dreams. 



Free manhood spurns the right, the claim. 
That custom yields to wealth and name ; 
The generous heart, the noble worth. 
Make true men still the kings of earth. 
A rage sublime within me burns. 
That makes me man and fiend by turns ; 
Mine not to breathe the pangs I bear. 
Mine but to bow and cringe and fear 
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For daily bread ! Though duty done 
Its noblest prize from heaven hath won, 
Not in that might must I rejoice, 
Nor on its trophies raise my voice. 
Trod as a worm, I curse my yoke. 
But dare not answer stroke ifor stroke. 
Nor am I 'lone ; yon poor man stands. 
And lifts to heaven his brave clean hands, 
Amid life's wreck be feels that he 
Is guiltless in his destiny. 
Though sullen eve frowns o'er his road. 
Friendless, alone, he drags his load. 
And dies unknown ! strange decree. 
Like some lone ship that sinks at sea. 

The hungering crowd, the great uncared. 
See but oppression's hand unbared ; 
The disinherited demand 
Bread from the spoiler's iron hand ; 
Till in mad hate, scourged by each wrong. 
They ask, " Is not the unclad strong ? " 
" O'erturn ! O'erturn's " their hearts' last cry, 
" What worse, if crushed, — 'tis but to die ! " 
That sword, if woke, will in each blow. 
Be weighted with a nation's woe ; 
Vengeance will shout with awful voice. 
And Frenzy in the strife rejoice. 
Till drunk with wrecking's awful toil. 
Havoc will laugh and Euin smile ! 

A thousand woes life's camp assail, 
And clime to clime tells her own tale ; 
Here youth's fair brow with pain is lined, 
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There madness wrecks the heaven-lit mind ; 

Consumption whispers 'mid death's wave 

Of life from out a half-dug grave. 

Whate'er my lot to earn my bread, 

Its fate-linked demon dogs my tread ; 

Our every effort suffering bears, 

Is born in grief, baptized with tears ; 

And while I round all safeguards throw, 

The pale Unwanted smites his blow ; 

Above, around, we respite crave, 

Earth sighing breathes, " One end — the grave ! " 

Why tempest, mildew, fire and flood 
The smitten oak, and worm in bud, 
The earthquake's death-voiced eloquence, 
And famine nursing pestilence ? 
In wild despair through untracked space, 
The earth whirls on its awful race, 
Shrieking her woes to sister spheres, 
Which have for her no sister's tears ; 
Orphaned, alone, her every scar 
Brands her forgot, an outcast star ! 



The year or where, it matters not, I lay 

With trembling hand upon the latch that opes 

The mystery death ! I then had faith 

Or fear, or something born of both, for life 

Is lovable, and death is man s arch-foe. 

Day had its sweets, its bright glad sun and song, 

Its crowns for some and hopes for all ; but night 
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And silence of the grave, with all the whats 

That people death's dark shadow-land, ... I pause, 

Tis mine to tell my simple tale. I lay 

One eve and watched the setting sun descend. 

His fuU-orhed glory touched the waiting earth. 

Then less and less, a rim, a streak of gold, 

Then emptiness. The clouds with blushing gaze 

Eeturned his parting smile. The widowed sky, 

Mourning her absent lord, then draped herself 

In weeds, lent by her swarthy sister — Night, 

And Nature hid her face, and silent wet 

With dewy tears her drooping orphaned flowers. 

With sinking heart I turned away ; my sun 

Seemed setting, but in mist and gloom, and all 

Death's dark unknown. I now can smile at all 

My fears and ghostly nonsense of a lie, 

Worn out, the nurslings of our savage sires. 

Just then my minister came softly in 

With hollow smile and bland ; spoke of the crops, 

How looked the war, and all the scandal of 

The village dames. An awkward pause, and then 

" A word of prayer before I go." I spoke, 

" Too late ; my blood lies at your door. If death 

Be but the birth of other life, of weal 

Or woe, are these short hours for idle talk ? 

My faith in Calvary your teachings crushed ; 

Your Christ a very man, subject to err, 

*Who taught the right, where'er he learned the 

same,' 
' And lovable withal,' at best a guide. 
Though Samson-like shorn of his strength, 
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To conduct such as makes the threads of life 

Bun smoothly through the loom of time. How dare 

I trust a man, though noblest of the race, 

For life to live and strength to die ? You taught, 

' An upright life's man's utmost goal, the all 

The Father sought or had a right to ask,' 

And sin a passing cloud before His face. 

*Twere wise to let its stinging memory die, 

And reap earth's best while yet the chance was ours. 

How can works save my soul when life is past. 

And my young grave lies in the nearing June ? 

The night engulfs ; my past returns, its guilt. 

Its misspent Sabbaths 'neath a hireling's cara 

You bade me * pray when cowed with fear,' nor mom 

Nor noon nor night to plead Heaven's aid to guide 

My stumbling steps. Ay, * pray when cowed with 

fear!' 
I caninot pray, and yet I'm crushed with fear ! 
Leave me ! home ! seek your closet and your God. 
Ay, we shall meet ; not here, yet we shall meet 
And speak. The pew will witness while before 
The bar the pulpit stands. I know my doom ; 
But what of yours ? I asked for bread ; you gave 
A worse than stone ! The judging Eye would throw 
The cheat aside ; you took the bread of heaven 
And soaked it in the ooze of hell ; I ate 
And died ! Begone ! my doom is deadlier with 
You near. Home I on your knees and pray, if words 
Will come. You smile! proud fool, death teaches 

like 
No human t<mgue, and that cold sneer will moke 
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A trjrsting-place to meet thy souL Be dumb 
l^iU Christ ia thine. You taught that ' God is love,' 
And in thy learned night you called the cross 
* An accident that closed a noble life \ ' 
Vm done ; now pray, sir, for there's food for prayer.' 
With aiuile well 6ishioned to his life, he bowed 
Hia pw^once out, nor e'er returned. My life 
Unig tronxMiHl in the scales. I fought and lived. 
Ay, grim old Death with his icy pall 
StwU^htva hiii hand, sly old thief, o'er all. 
And ouUa alike in the fated hour 
Tho mighty oak and the opening flower ; 
\Vt he oft tho pn^y in his hand will spare, 
Ikt he t^la no man what his reasons are. 



t>m>e Nanm^ ohanuoil; my hours shed Uiss, 

And ^\ih s^i^hhI i»l>od in angel dress; 

%U\v ;^>u1^hI tho \iay. aiul low was seen 

lu \viutev\^ .^uvnu;!^ aiul summer sheen; 

*rhe )mH\kv>it \^u lhv>ugU^ Uie wa\>5S sang love, 

*rhe Ak> \>^UHsJ gkm^xs tivw 4bove ; 

The valU\vsi o^>!^aU\i ^xlw^r rilK 

And fxvi>\v| hvvsu^ v>am)W on the hills; 

The u\^^unu\n>^ t^^^^^u mo thoughts suUime, 

And l^^k^N?^ ^x^t\^vt^\i h^>a\»n in time ; 

n^^ Sss)>U u ^Uwu .><^\\g h%^^s ptvmd lav, 

J^Hv,^\Hs\ nvv \»v^lvh f^xxm ow^ and f^ll. 
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Or wastes of broom in gold sheen clad, 

And perfumes making breezes glad ; 

The birds exulting voiced the grove, 

With feats of rivalry and love. 

I knew their speech, and felt how near 

Their thoughts to my own feelings were, 

Till in each little woodland elf 

I deemed I saw a shadow self. 

Drunk with their joy, eve's hours they'd throng, 

And spend their little souls in song. 

But now the bright mirage is fled. 

And all the changing glory sped. 

And in its room an awful strife. 

Where Death is victor — vanquished, life ; 

And all man's gain at life's dark close 

Fades as the sheen of trampled rose. 

to forget my childhood years ! 

Those sunny hours, those sunny hours ! 
No withering cares, no bitter tears, 

happy hours, happy hours ! 
to forget youth's hopeful years ! 

Those glowing hours, those glowing hours ! 
Unmarred by foes, undimmed by fears, 

joyful hours, joyful hours ! 

to forget my downward years ! 

Upbraiding hours, upbraiding hours ! 
Each all its awful record rears. 

Condemning hours, condemning hours ! 



52 A VONMORE. 



They will not die, they will not die, 

Those mocking hours, those mocking hours ! 

I harvest now life's bitter lie, 
'Mid darkening hours, 'mid darkening hours ! 

But my mom's still young ; then let mii'th and 
song, 

Go hand in hand together, 
And away with care for to-morrow's fare, 

Or what its wind or weather ; 
For wealth, wild nag, some cantrip may play. 
And ditch its lord ere the close of day. 

Then let rosy wine and earth's loves divine 
Make drunk this clay we drag on ; 

For the merry pair, laughing, fill the air 
With songs o'er the flowing flagon. 

And with my mates let me day prolong, 

Till midnight laughs at our roystering song. 

Through my little day I will dance and play 

like insects 'bove a river. 
And joy I'll trepan the best way I can, 

Then drop, and off for ever ; 
For life's a sell, that we know full well. 
And after-casts, who the deuce can tell ? 



This day we laid in dreamless sleep 
A brother born to aid and bless. 

dark beyond ! I can but weep ; 
Earth hath one loving heart the less. 
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Claud, my leader in earth's fight, 
Thou hast thy grave, and I deep night 

1 watched his hed at dewy eve, 
Nor rose until the blushing mom 

Woke flowers to bloom and hearts to grieve, 
Or shout their song o'er bright hopes born. 
'Mid hectic flush and wasting frame, 
His hope in death burned as a flame ! 

He'd ask me read that strange, dark book. 
Nor from me raise his lustrous eyes ; 

Such pitying love shone in his look 
As thrilled me with a strange surprise. 

Sometimes I paused, then me he'd scan 

As if he'd pierce my deeper man. 

I read and winced ! I loved my friend ; 

For him I curbed my rising soul; 
Yet, sooth, its hopes to light life's end 

Like f ar-oflf music o'er me stole ; 
Or roused, when as my judge it spoke. 
And limned me slave in bondman's yoke. 

One night, a rap. I oped the door. 
Expecting some young student friend ; 

'Twas but a street- waif, nothing more, 
Who held a rose-bud in her hand, — 

A castaway upon the street. 

She'd snatched it from the passers' feet. 
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She wished it on his bed to lay. 

" Please, ask if I may just come in 
A little moment ; I'll not stay ; 

Perhaps it will him pleasure win. 
He's good ! he's taught me all I know. 
Me and my brothers, Jim and Joe." 

Claud cried, " Yes, here, my little sweet, 
Yes, let the little dearie come ; 

A rose, her all, an offering meet ! 
Poor girl ! she has a wretched home ; 

Her life is pierced with many a dart. 

But true as steel's her brave young heart." 

Gentle loving words were spoken, 
Of the past, the near, the far ; 

'Mid her tears and low sobs broken. 
How she fought her little war ; 

From his couch his care had flown. 

And he knew none but her own. 

Then in accents low and tender. 
While the tear stole from his eye. 

Prayed he there God to defend her 
From earth's stains and friendless sky ; 

As a flower in desert wild. 

He would guard the struggling child. 

" Sing me, Mary, ere we sever, 
One sweet song of that dear shore. 

Where our tears are dried for ever. 
And farewells are heard no more. 



k 
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0, 1 long for that sweet rest, 
Pillowed safe on Jesu's breast. 

(Mary sings.) 

for the rest of the beautiful shore ! 

Where frowns neither sorrow nor care, 
Where the tempests of sin never roar, 

And the sky's ever cloudless and fair 
Beautiful shore, beautiful shore ! 
for the rest of the beautiful shore ! 

for the peace of the beautiful shore ! 

Where the jarrings of life never come, 
Where all sighing is past and our weeping is o'er. 

In that land that is ours to call home. 
Beautiful shore, beautiful shore ! 
for the peace of the beautiful shore ! 

for the joy of the beautiful shore ! 

Where dear Jesu safe treasures His own. 
There to bask in His smile evermore, 

'Mong the dear ones, the stars of His crown. 
Beautiful shore, beautiful shore ! 
for the joy of the beautiful shore I 

Yes, weVe a home on the beautiful shore. 
Made all bright by the smiles of His love. 

Ever new some sweet joy from His store, 
As we roam through the mansions above. 
Beautiful shore, beautiful shore ! 

Yes, we've a home on that beautiful shore ! 
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Claud. 

I'm near that further strand, 
The night is falling fast ; 
I leave earth's shadow-land, 
The true is come at last. 
Kneel down, my pet, and pray, 
Thy words will suit me, dear ; 
The heart's more than the say, 
And that will reach His ear. 
As mother's care's most bent 
To infant's wordless cry. 
So His dear love intent 
Will catch a tear or sigh. 

The street- waif knelt and prayed ; 

The words were old to me. 
Them oft, in far-off years I'd said 

Low at my mother's knee. 

As flakes of fire they fell 

Upon my listening ear ; 
The foolish why, I scarce can tell. 

Nor rede my coward fear. 
The crimson tell-tale blush my swart cheek burned. 
Till reason's glorious voice returned, 

My weakness laughed to scorn, 

Ghost-scared by creed outworn ! 
And sang, " Bah ! superstitions linger still, 
And old wives' tales are hard to kill" 
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I saw him dead and cold, 

With calm and lofty brow ; 

His lips one message told, 

That all was vanished now. 
Earth's weary dream was ended, 

Her hideous lie revealed ; 
Hope's promise, ne'er intended, 

Lay in the grave concealed. 

He had his fight, poor soul ! 

Hope's wings, well plumed, were strong ; 

So near his longed-for goal 

To drop proud manhoods song ! 
Some lines of his I treasure. 

Strange- voiced they are to me ; 
Their questions in a measure 

I own, believe, and see. 

The Dying Student's Struggle. — by Claud. 

" Why, my soul, this fruitless warring 

'Tween submission and desire ; 
Faithless hours my soul-calm marring. 

Quenching trust's life-giving fire ? 
What for me ? Life's glorious conquests 

Proudly waiting for the brave ? 
Starless night, no voice e'er breaking 

Th' awful silence of the grave ! 

Out before my strong young spirit 
Kolls the future I had planned ; 
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Glorious visions there are thronging, 
What Hope reared with eager hand. 

Long the years I've yearned and laboured, 
Bright the goal that fixed mine eye ; 

Must I, when the prize is near me. 
Like a trodden floweret die ? 

Die ! as if no heavenly madness 

Ever fired my youthful soul ; 
Dared me, fixed me to my purpose, 

As the needle to the pole ! 
Has it been that all my vigils, 

Battlings in the noble strife, 
Were but feedings of my lamplet 

With th' eUxir of my Uf e ? 

Each new life-thought, each new triumph, 

Pilings of mind's architrave, 
Were they nought but hidden foemen. 

Downward footsteps to the grave ? 
As I listen to desponding 

Pouring out its bitter smart. 
Then I know what 'tis to suffer 

The anguish of a broken heart. 

Darker grows my wild rebellion. 
Life seems wasted, gifts in vain ; 

Labour, study ? — frenzied madness. 
When the tomb is all the gain. 

Purposeless my being earthward, 
And the precious gift of breath ; 
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Life, a problem that bewilders 
From the mystery of death ! 

Dust and ashes ! strange fruition 

Of the hopes and loves we cherish ; 
What's the difference of my ending 

From the beasts that eat and perish ? 
Worse is mine ! I know Death's coming, 

Feel even now his chilling breath ; 
Dragged from goodness, love, and beauty. 

To the unguessed depths of death. 

Why was given this upward longing. 

And this rousing, hoping toil. 
If 'twere but to mock my spirit. 

Fainting, crushed in Death's dread coil ? 
Why not let me glide unknowing. 

Like a wave to ocean's shore. 
Bounding 'neath life's smiles of gladness, 

Break unconscious and — no more ? 

Does that God whom we call Father 

Own no loving, tender heart ? 
Are the longings of His children 

Ever from His plans apart ? 
Are those visions thought engenders. 

Fanned by His implanted breath. 
But bright bubbles bom to perish 

At the finger-touch of Death ? 

Yet I know the shrouded Builder, 
Rearer of the starry plan. 
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Hath not faUed in this His image, 
Purpose-blasted, helpless man. 

When He spake me into being, 
lit within this altar-fire, 

Then He knew the near hereafter. 
Was all meant then to expire ? 

Does He give to lark and song-thrush, 

As a callow brood they lie, 
Organs meet for after-music, 

Yet life's prophesies deny ? 
All's not dying that is deathlike. 

Though the leap seem in the dark, 
This aspiring cannot perish. 

Like the quenching of a spark. 

No ! my gropings, forecasts, brain-sweat. 

All my gleanings in the strife. 
Are high earnests of a purer 

And a nobler sphere of life. 
Ere my mom hath climbed to noontide. 

Gathering night creeps o'er my sky. 
This, enough, the years have taught me, 

In my dying death shall die ! 

Upward then my spirit bounding. 
With a shout of glad surprise, 

Glory, bliss, in awful splendour 
Then shall burst upon mine eyes ! 

the rapture of that moment ! 
Speechless joy ! the bliss sublime ! 
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Love ecstatic ! soul-consuming, 
As I shore the fadeless clime. 

Jesus ! ever dear and precious, 

Then more glorious shall Thy love 
And the virtue of Thy doings 

To my ransomed spirit prove ; 
Then desire yield to submission, 

Mine be still to love and trust ; 
Welcome, Death, thou strong deliverer 

From the bonds of sin and dust." 



The sun and toil have sunk to rest, 

And Night resumes her nurseful sway. 
And every flower the sun caressed 

Now mourns its loss, and I — the day. 
And earth her rainbowed robe resigns. 

For sickly autumn's dying red ; 
And, widowed, 'mid her dead ones, pines 

Forgot, and I, a summer fled. 

And breaking hearts mourn o'er the dead. 

And ask, " Is this the fated end ? " 
Or sorrowing bow the aching head. 

And weep their loss, and I — a friend. 
Day will return and paint the flowers, 

And summer's smile run o'er the sky. 
But Death forgets our leafless bowers, 

Whose loves and premise withered lie. 
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Yet the ivy clings with a loving clasp 

To the walls that are old and shattered, 
And my heart with a grasp like a drowning grasp, 

Dearly clings to my loves all scattered. 
As the scent of the rose, like a love that's gone, 

Fondly lives in the leaves all withered, 
So my memory's aflame with a life its own. 

Hanging round all my hopes nngathered. 

Though a voice from the grave whispers low in 
sighs, 

" Trodden out is thy hope's last ember, 
And the lark has no song for the wintry skies, 

Nor will roses enwreath December ; 
Nor the present can claim for a day the power 

Thee to shield from fate's dark scorning ; " 
Yet I gather my joys from the golden hours. 

That encircled life's opening morning. 



Where now ? what gained ? what wisdom reaped 

From growing years of "Free Thought "sway? 
What found to fire ? what heart-strength heaped. 

To brunt the storms of life's rough way ? 
I'm wearied with earth's shams and woe. 

The rags and crime that haunt the street ; 
The seasons come, the races go, 

And years the same sad dirge repeat. 

A voice cries," Cast the load aside. 
And drift, and reck not of the where ; 
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Be thine own God ; thy will, thy guide, 
The future proudly scorn and dare." 

1*11 drift ! For me some halcyon seas 
May slumber on some silvery shore, 

Or storm leap from the evening breeze. 
And tread me down with broken oar. 



A Garden at Linwood, 

I stand beneath these dear old trees, 

Where oft IVe stood before, 
And see their branches thrash the breeze. 

Just as they did of yore. 
All, all's unchanged ; but where is she 
Who made this spot a heaven to me ? 

They whisper tales with loving smile, 
Learned in my sun-clad years ; 

With tender voice they would me wile. 
And wonder at my tears. 

Their struggling thoughts yet die unspoken, 

Like roses dropt with sheath unbroken. 

My May ! deep unsounded woe ! 

The grave is thine ! I stand 
A shattered oak by this fell blow, 

And curse the smiter's hand. 
Earth aids me not ; enough's her own 
Dark woes and pangs, and I'm alone ! 
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My rage me mocks ! I maddened gasse 

Upon an empty world, 
And see the pole-star of my days 

From my lone sky is hurled. 
Of one alone this spot is reft, 
That one alone love would have left. 
I scorn priests' salves ; no power they have 
Beside yon churchyard's new- closed grave. 

(Here the manuscript abruptly closed,) 

Fred (laying down the book). 

And thiSy to win me back to faith ! 

A tale of sorrows, failure, death ; 
To-night I firmer bind my chain. 

And count Graham's life tale sterling gaiiu 



\ 



'Tis eve, and silence flits around, 
Lulling to rest each lingering sound ; 
The childhood music of the street. 
The homeward tread of labour's feet, 
ToU's crowns of peace or earth's fierce jars 
Are left to silence and the stars. 
Hail, Eve ! dear hour of calm repose, 
Ere in sweet sleep our eyes we close, 
When fireside loves rebind their ties, 
Whence nations' strength and virtues rise. 
The sons of toil lay down their care. 
And to their homes and loved repair ; 



A VONMORE. 65 



And in the joy that home bestows, 
Each grateful heart with love o'erflows. 
The little battles of the day- 
Are told, and wile the hours away ; 
The children, with their joys and cares, 
Pour all their tale to willing ears ; 
The sire's kind word to every case 
Lights sunshine on each youngster's face. 
Some neighbours, social-souled, drop in. 
And bantering joke and chat begin ; 
The village news, the last disgrace 
That lays dishonour on the place ; 
The lucky maid that's won the squire, 
The price of bread, the last great fire ; 
The parson's liberal soul on Sunday, 
His tied-up purse and heart on Monday. 
Then wider sweeps their converse wait. 
Their country's weal — the Church and State ; 
The Church they deem beyond remede. 
And count the State-paid creature dead. 
With glowing zeal their souls now burn. 
And grandly to the State they turn ; 
See how their country's yearly bled. 
How carpet heroes earn their bread; 
Here bartering knights, themselves the ware, 
And pensioned beggars everywhere ; 
How state-craft sinks to politics. 
And "party" grows on knavish tricks. 
Here Gladstone errs, there " Dizzy " fails, 
Now " red-tape " wrongs and class prevails ; 
Our rotten fleets by minions led. 
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Our country's honour dying, dead. 

'Twas theirs to right our every wrong, 

And turn our sorrows into song ; 

Here levelling up, there pulling down, 

Here curbing peer, there Church and Crown ; 

Were they but God for one brief hour. 

They'd break the tyrants' banded power. 

Rear right's proud realm from shore to shore. 

Earth's woes entomb to rise no more ; 

Then one glad shout would have its birth, 

That heaven had come to dwell on earth. 

Self-pleased and soothed, they bid, "Good-night," 

With promise to resume the fight. 

O did the realm but know their worth. 

She'd hail them saviours of the earth ; 

Creep on her knees with cries and prayers, 

Implore their aid to fight her cares, 

And wake their arm and head their bands. 

To smite the chains from oflE her hands ; 

For patriot leaders were they all, 

Nor could they brook proud Britain's fall ; 

If an M.P.ship's them denied. 

Their voice could thrill their own fireside ; 

And there for country o'er and o'er 

Die patriots on their cabin floor ; 

While wife and chits, awe-mute, inquire. 

Where such a husband, such a sire ? 

Thrice blest the land whose righteous laws 

Grant men the right to judge her flaws ; 

And blest the land to own such sons. 

Whose love for home their grasp outruns. 
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Their zeal the ardent youth inspires, 
And fans the patriot's quenchless fires, 
And statesmen vrise to sway the tone 
To glory lead the nation on ! 

Eoovi in Osborne's house. 

Once more our friends converse renewed, 
And Border tales and lore reviewed. 
Some far-off love, with years grown gray. 
Embalmed 'mid tears in some sweet lay ; 
How Tweed now his grand message bore, 
And linked in love each sister shore ; 
Peace his true song, then each he'd press 
In one long, proud, and sweet caress. 

Hail Tweed ! upon thy sunny shores 
Youth's golden longings rise ; 

Thy beetling cliffs wake moral strength. 
That links man to the skies, 
Teaching his life thy song to roll, 
Big with the freedom of the soul. 

And from the calm unconscious might, 

The sleepless, strange repose 
That girdles thee, we long to rise. 

And meet life's evening close ; 
Thy life-work done, in seas to rest, 
And we in loving Father's breast. 

The book returned, Fred slowly said, 
** This man*s had ashes for his bread ; 
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Would that I knew this sufferer's end, 
His converse and his thoughts unpenned ; 
If he e'er changed and joined the crowd, 
And to old dreams in weakness bowed ; 
Or, true as steel. Death's hand he pressed 
With proud disdain and sank to rest." 

OSI^ORXE. 



He lives, and dares his little fight, 

And through earth's gloom he sees a light. 

Not ever clear, and still afar, 

Yet orbing to a perfect star. 

Nor questions more Heaven's clouded plan ; 

It blunders not ! — I am the man ! 



Fked, laying his hand on the hook. 

This thine! When were these sorrows borne, and 

whence 
The light (no, fate-fire, creeping from some dead 
Man's grave) that turned thy steps and made thee 

crouch 
As whelp beneath a tyrant's lash ? Forgive 
Me, but I'm sorry for my friend. I deemed 
Him limbed of sterner stuff than potter's clay. 
Ye gods ! is manhood's fount run dry, or are 
Your moulding hands grown palsied through the 

years. 
That our dead yesterdays blush for to-day ? 
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Osborne. 

Well, scorn, but hear ! There is a task 
Whose iron gores the human heart, 
And fevers with more poisoned smart 

Than breaking faiths or doubts e'er ask. 

Thou know'st the pride of doubt, the height 
The scoffer claims 'bove former peers ; 
His is a throne among the seers, — 

No wandering star, — truth's satellite. 

He looks, self-poised, with scornful gaze 
On groping men amid their creeds 
And charm of sacerdotal weeds. 

The garments of earth's infant days ; 

Serene he views earth's hollow glare, 
Her shifting lights and Eastern lore, 
As barren as a sea-beat shore 

To harvest grain for reason's fare. 

What's his, when doubt his doubts assails, 
And reason questions where he stands, 
On solid rock or shifting sands, 

Till ebb that knows no flow prevails ? 

Eetreat is hell ! Mad in the strife ! 
Proud, stem, alone he dares to stand. 
An outcast on that goring strand, 

The doubting ridge 'tween death and life. 

That fight was mine, and fiercer far 
Than throwing off an ill-known creed, 
For progress — Zeit-geist^ — made the deed 

Like waiting on truth's rising star. 
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To head our sires and stand apart, 

And scare to screams priest-led old dames, 
At infidel linked with our names, 

Has charms for many a boastful heart. 

Fred. 

My taunts forgive ; act as a friend ; 
Recount thy struggle to the end. 

Osborne. 

For thee, though sore the task, I'll trace 
My footsteps to the Father's face. 
And present light vrill shed its ray 
Upon the darkness of the way. 

Man longs for rest, but in the creed 
Wherein our fathers lived and died 

I scorned to think it met my need ; 
I threw the crumbling thing aside 

Like worn-out robes, and joyous, freed. 
Sought broader hope, a faith as wide 

As ocean's sway, whose song should be, 

** Hail, glorified humanity ! " 

God, as mom-cloud, passed from my sky. 
Force, mind and matter held supreme ; 

Yet still a glorious factor I, 

Exulting in my new-born theme. 

As bones about the grave's mouth lie. 
My faith lay broken limb from limb ; 
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Such might our drowsy fathers please, 
Twas out of joint with times like these. 

Life rolled a broad and growing stream 

In ceaseless journey to its rest ; 
The centre strong, 'mid sunny beam. 

With ardour on its pathway pressed ; 
Parts lagged, bewitched, in eddy's dream, 

And toying lilies sweet caressed ; 
Yet waiting calm proud ocean lay 
To welcome all at close of day. 

Thus limned I Progress and her might, 

Her glory crowning future years. 
Her " Upwards " urging on the fight. 

Through quags, up heights, to win the spheres, 
Till every erring from the right 

Was but a halt, not worth our tears ; 
For lowest slums and dross of men 
Were factors in earth's growing plan. 

Yet day hurled back this golden cheat 
Through jails, the gallows and the throng 

Of wealth and ease, at whose proud feet 

Earth wastes her bliss ; and slaves of wrong. 

The great unfed, we hourly meet. 

Whose anguish finds no human tongue 

To word their woe. I lived and hoped 

That men would walk where now they groped. 

The mates I won to ** Free Thought's " cause 
My grand ideal failed t'attain ; 
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Impatient they *neath honour's laws, 
Nor lever found I 'mid my pain 

To lift the dead-weight. Without pause 
I sought the yawning gulf to span 

That broadening grew across my path, 

And mocked my pride and roused my wrath. 

As toy may win a sickly child 

A moment to forget his pain, 
Till in a cry with agony wild 

He numbers all his pangs again ; 
So I, unblest, unfilled, recoiled ; 

Earth's selfishness my hope had slain ; 
My heart was cold, no peace had come, 
Nor voice to call the wanderer home. 

Earth's gifts were mine. 
But tender ties of love and friend 
Are wayside flowers at best ; they twine 
To wither in the end. 
As stream seeks stream. 
And in one dear and long embrace. 
Lost in a holy longed-for dream, 
Their former selves efface. 
As one now move ; 
So must this throbbing, longing soul 
Lose its true self in fairer love 
Than earth's poor fleeting dole. 

Helmless I tossed. 
The sport of shifting headwinds still, 



•^ 
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Longing for day that never crossed 
Mom's line my sky to fill. 
Less sense of wrong, 

High motives lost their nobler sway ; 

If life passed muster with the throng, 
What more was needed, pray ? 



'Mid my scorn and God-rejection, 

One lone star shone clear through all, 
Searching each proud thought and action 

With a light would me appal. 
'Twas that memory dear — a mother's. 

Never born from heart to die. 
Left to guide when tempest gathers. 

And no sun shines in the sky. 
a mother's parting blessing ! 

All — her every sacrifice ! 
Gentle, patient, dear caressing. 

As strong angels round us rise ! 

Walls of fire they round us gather, 

With a power nigh to divine. 
And they whisper, " God, thy Father ! " 

Mother-love ! that love was mine ! 
What of good our lives have measured. 

Theirs the fountain whence it springs ; 
And their strength, unconscious treasured. 

Makes us rise on unspent wings. 
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Half the gulf 'tween earth and heaven, 
Half the woe we shun or prove, 

Is o'erspanned and footing given 
Through a mother's shoreless love ! 



Within there heaves, unborn of time. 

In purer hours a breath 
That longs to heir some nobler clime, 

Beyond the arch-foe Death ; 
A dark unrest, an unvoiced crave, 

Above our will's command. 
Pressing the barriers of the grave. 

To grasp a Father's hand ; 
Some unguessed link, some broken tie. 

With things we cannot name. 
Some half- forgotten memory 

Of whence our spirits came. 
Telling our souls, howe'er we roam. 

In sunshine, calm, or strife. 
Earth's passing day is not our home, 

Or time our meed of life. 
Some central sun with unseen bands 

Controls our wayward flight. 
And sways us with mysterious hands. 

Among the sons of light. 
In those strong hours our spirits sing 

With measure full and clear. 
Cleaving the day on rising wing 

In search of this dreamt sphere ; 
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And dimly through the hazy skies 

We trace some far-ofiE dome, 
And longing, pained, our spirit cries, 

" Father, lead me home ! " 
My new creed scorned this upward crave. 

This nobler life for man ; 
The earth our "be all," and the grave 

The " end all " of our span. 



The dory of May resumed. 



When fall the leaves at autumn's close, 

And pale earth sleeps 'neath wintry snows. 

We bow, accept, no tears we shed, 

Though all her glories now are dead ; 

But when a blast sweeps through our bower. 

And breaks some dear unopened flower, 

We paint the all that might have been 

Of perfumed air and golden sheen, 

And mourn the malice of the blast 

That trod our love as it raved past ; 

So groaned I 'neath the foundering blow 

That gave May rest and laid me low. 

Her love had sunned life's early morn. 

When hope's proud dreams are crowding born ; 

Her smile more dear than earthly fame, 

Her sigh the rouser of my shame ; 

Her truth, her faith, her joyous love, 

Came brooding o'er me as a dove. 
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As flowers drink glory from the sun, 
But stand uncrowned when day is done, 
So from her soul a glory fell, 
Thrilling my heart with magic spell ; 
Her purer nature fired my own, 
And in her night my day had gone. 

Faint hints had come, then word, she ailed, 
And summer's healing hand had failed. 
'Mid autumn's yellowing leaves we met ; 
Time hath that hour, 'tis mine even yet ! 

blissful joy that we retain 
Our yesterdays of hallowed pain ! 
Our vanished loves are ours, and we 
Re-live our lives in memory. 
The weeds have died that marred the way, 
The flowers alone adorn its day, 
Till old is new, the past is here. 
As flowers re-bloom to grace each year. 

We paced the garden's old retreat 
With bleeding hearts and dragging feet ; 
I spoke of spring's bright hopeful glow, 
She smiled and slowly answered, " No, 
Ere spring with flowers will wreathe the ground, 
My soul will its high quest have found." 
Then turning to the glowing west. 
My trembling hand she fondly pressed. 
Asked would I tryst to meet her where 
No tears are shed or farewells are. 
Where earth's dear loves are purified, 
And sin's alone the thrown aside ? 
I could have scorned, tramped down her 'quest, 
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Or bandied words in sneer and jest, 

But Death smites dumb ; we troubled stand 

When near the scythe-sweep of his hand. 

Silence was mine, no word to cheer 

My darling in her fading year. 

With yearning gaze, which rose above 

Earth's loudest tale of human love, 

She said, " No word, no promise given. 

To meet me at the gate of heaven ! " 

A step or two, then silence stole. 

As by consent, on soul and soul. 

faith sublime ! where dust can stand, 
And take unblanched death by the hand ; 
See man's last foe a guide become. 
To lead to rest, and love, and home. 

How near we stood, yet how apart ! 
She, child of life — I, dead in heart ; 
Crushed with unrest and wild distress, 
I shuddering felt my littleness, 
And asked, ** Is this the all I have, 
A life despised and feared the grave ? " 

The dying year gave earth her snows. 
And May died with the dying rose. 
And Linwood's *' acre " holds in trust 
Till time's last morn her sacred dust. 



Vain to recount that frenzied hour ! 
An unknown God, a blasted bower, 
My fruitless wrath, crushed by a power 
That mocked each tear. 
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More reckless rose my wild despair, 
My creed grew short — ^What now for care ? 
life, death, heaven, hell were but thin air. 
Not worth a sneer ! 

All woe was tugging at my heart ; 
No mom or hope bade night depart. 
And memory with a torturing art 

My past would save, — 
Would lead me by a thousand ways, 
Now slow, now swift, now through a maze, 
But this the end — ^heart-crushed to gaze 

Upon a grave ! 



Then in the toil that tasked my frame 

A friend I found, an angel came. 

And clutched me from self's torturing flame, 

rescue blest ! 
'Twas mine to let the past be dead. 
Be to the present only wed. 
And wait till time's last hour be sped 

To solve the rest. 

Yet what was life ? My sun had set, 
Though dying day still lingered yet. 
But with no streak of glory lit — 

All leaden gray. 
Just waiting for the curtained sky 
To spread her thickening pall on high, 
And bid the parting daylight die, 

And pass for aye ! 



part iFourtb*— Dawn* 

"Free Thought" sings, "Death 
Is but the breath 
Spent on the air around, 
A whisper lost upon the breeze, 
A falling leaf from wintry trees, 
A raindrop on the ground. 
Earth's upward cries 
Heir no blest skies ; 
'Twere wisdom to forget 
That e'er a love was formed on earth, 
Or hope, heaven-eyed, had glorious birth. 
Or true hearts e'er had met." 

'Twas vain ! my floweret seemed not dead, 
But as by snows untimely hid 

From my poor yearning gaze. 
That might with some glad spring appear. 
And whisper in my hungering ear - 

The loves of former days ; 
And braver from that visioned thought, 
I duty did and duty sought. 

Nor cared for human praise ; 
Then work fell nobler from my hand, 
Outdid the purpose I had planned, 

79 
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And crowned the victor hour. 
'Twas but a gleam of what might be, 
God, were all things done for Thee, 

And man grasped all his power. 

Could she but see ! Might she not see ? 
Was earth the all, no life to be ? 

Had all her goodness fled ? 
That power that fired my opening day. 
That, though now fled, had mystic sway. 

Was it all vanished — dead ? 

Now scan the past ! Through hoary time 
There rise earth's sons — her gold, her grime. 

In death-tug battle-blent ; 
The smile of day, the frown of night, 
Indifferent gazing on the fight. 

Till life's short day is spent. 

The godlike dead, who dared their post 

For right's proud cause when all seemed lost. 

Who with prophetic voice 
Sang of a day whose glorious mom 
On time's lone shore would yet be born, 

When sad earth would rejoice ! 
Have tyrant, knave, and sordid wight, 
Making earth's day a bitter night. 

The same reward as thev ? 
Our spirits turn, refuse the load ; 
Justice cries out, "This claims a God, 

And some dread balance-day." 
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As landscapes take from sky their tone 

By sympathetic art, 
So thought and life take cloud or sheen 

From th' heavens of our heart. 
I craped my sky and charged my God 

With mocking at my loss, 
Nor knew the pathway to the stars 

Lies ever through a cross. 
By pain a higher life we win, — 

Heaven seals that sacrifice ; 
The very beasts when agony-torn 

Look up with human eyes. 
Had I sought right as I the wrong ? 

Might evil not hold good ? 
The false but cover up the true. 

As bark the precious wood ? 

I sought sweet Nature as a friend. 

And back my dark thoughts pressed ; 
The breeze held me in fond embrace, 

And flowers my path caressed ; 
The primrose and her sister bands, 

Thronging our greening bowers. 
Bright laughing children of the spring. 

Are prophets clad as flowers. 
They had their song, their beauty cheered. 

Their birth spoke life from death, 
Their perfume wandering on the breeze 

Came like an angel's breath. 

From starry worlds that through the sky 
March with their burning feet, 

F 
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To lichens pinned on splintered scar, 

Are all with voice replete ; 
And childhood, sunning near God's throne. 

In flowers have seen His love, 
And weary hearts from sun and star 

Have learned His strength to prove. 
Are these but dreams — a blot on brain — 

A lie the Grodhead rears, 
But born to lure earth's troubled sons, 

Then mock their prayers and tears ? 
I felt them true, their treasure mine. 

But where that starry road. 
Built strong of light, truth, hope and love. 

To scale the hill of God ? 



Frail fleeting Time, we ask thee give 
What is not thine to bid us live. 

And in thy smile be blest ; 
For all thy fights and foes and fears. 
Thy groans and graves, thy griefs and tears, 

Tell man here's not his rest. 
Nor can God let me thread earth's maze. 
Trusting the dawn of purer days, 

While struggling with my foes, 
Breathless and weak in many a fight. 
Killing the wrong, crowning the right. 

From morn to evening's close ; 
Nor bid me throw earth's joys away. 
To guard even Nature's harmless play. 
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Lest Folly's form should rise, 
Urged by a lie — a heaven-planned cheat — 
A lure to spur my weary feet 

To chase a phantom prize ; 
And find, when life's stern race is run, 
Self, fought, — a higher life begun, — 

Hearing an upward call, 
That all this strange prophetic light 
Is quenched in one eternal night. 

The grave . . . man's . . . mocking ... all ! 



The Narrative Resumed. 

'Twas Sabbath morn. The city slept. The streets. 
Which yesterday ran life, whose thund'rous tread 
Was music in the ear of God, were still. 
Mom crept to noon ; then on the air, listening 
To catch the first glad peal, the Sabbath-bells 
Proclaimed the trysting-place where varied man 
Could meet his God. Their voices burst around 
With one loud solemn call, — " Return and live ! " 
And to their quickening voice, as blood pours through 
A giant's mighty veins, the streets are filled 
With reverent worshippers. The man of cult, 
Of trade, of merchandise, and grimy toil. 
The youth with budding manhood on his lip. 
And hoary age with faltering step, move on. 
The joyous maid, her young heart's choice beside. 
Blending earth's lOve and troth with the divine. 
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Goes there to seek the great All-Father's love ; 

That lone one hastes unto her husband-God, 

And feels there are no widows 'mong His own. 

The orphan, stranger, solitary meet 

And share the manna of a common home ; 

This little one must carry grandpa's book, 

That stalwart son support his aged sire ; 

They have begun their worship on the street 

In acts of tenderness and love. Gladness 

Was theirs; their step kept measure with their 

hearts, 
And joyous purpose breathed in all their ways. 
Then groups would break at comers of the streets 
With friendly words and hie their different ways, — 

Fred, interjecting. 
Each to the superstition that him pleased ! 

Osborne, continuing. 

And I to mine, proud " Free-Thought's " barren hall. 

The subject : — " Death, one long eternal sleep ! " 

The arguments, — you know them well, — ^but where 

I'd wish the speaker dwell, meet and refute. 

He shunned or sneered aside with hollow mirth. 

A sneer is bitter comfort to a soul 

Longing for foothold, while the treacherous sand's 

Engulfing it ; and as he poured his wrath 

On men and things, and called God to the bar 

Of human reason, there to answer for 

His blundering deeds, I thought, "If there's no God, 
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Why bid the empty air for judgment stand ? 
But if a God, what of the wormling man, 
Who madly dares impeach His awful will ? " 
I too have in this deadly daring dared, 
In years of darkness now exchanged for day. 

The service closed, then through the crowded 

streets 
The same glad throngs their homeward footsteps 

bent, 
They in their darkness wrapped, and I alone, 
With those few souls who with me yawned away 
The hour, and showed our hall's vast emptiness 
In Truth's free light ! 'Twas flattering to my pride 
To walk a man amid the puny throng ! 
We stood apart, unblent. The bonds that slaved 
Their sires they bore, and dreamed that they were 

free. 
A flash of thought; transfixed I stood: "These 

men, 
This city their proud monument, have I 
In thought eclipsed ? " A thousand questions rose : 
Were they deceiving, or, self-duped, deceived ? 
Whence had I climbed to such serener skies ? 
How pressed eternity's strong latch and seen 
The ail-beyond of soul, and sense, and thought ? 
Had I all mystery solved ? Knew I the past, 
The future, near and far ; the everywhere ; 
The all of all around ? Was I a god 
To say there was no God ? That which to me 
Was yet unknown might show a God, a heaven. 
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A hell, some dark beyond of death ? . What if 
I erred, my creedless creed a lie, and God 
Had not shut out Himself from His own works, 
But held, through all the mysteries that blind 
Poor groping man, the reins of sovereign might ? 

Men have o'ertopped their peers and broader seen, 
While at their feet the pigmied race but crept 
And crawled, pleased with their laboured ignorance. 
And such was he who on the lonely height 
With wistful gaze watched the glad sun march on 
His race, raining his glory like a god 
On suppliant earth and sister worlds afar. 
Suspense makes leaden-footed hurrying day. 
For now's the hour to test his life-hope toil. 
Nature responds, the sun's eclipse is solved ! 
With joy which angels know he stands as dumb, 
The hour is too sublime for barren speech ! 
The after-days may bridle it in words 
To tell the far-off years. With strong dumb speech, 
That shakes the gates of heaven and finds the ear 
Of God, he pours his song for one more truth 
Attained, and one more error slain. What recks 
He for earth's tardy praise ? He can afiEord 
To wait — the crown is his. While in the vale 
The crowd, with drum and trump and hideous howl. 
Scaring mute Nature in her holy dream. 
Wake up their gods, and supplicate with prayers 
And blood to drive the dragon from his meal. 

And he who on the proud Atlantic looked, — 
That sea whose brow as yet no furrow bore,— 
A virgin ocean to the daring keel, 
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And spoke of lands beyond, or a new path 

To Ind. These from their lofty peaks might smile. 

Or, with a love akin to pity, gaze 

On brothers groping hard to draw aside 

The veil that hid their day ; but I . . . . could I 

Such vantage claim, and hold that truth sunned all 

My sky ; all else but gropers at my feet ? 

I shuddering hurried to my sunless home, 

For deepening night was sinking o'er my soul, 

Leaving me drifting with bare poles upon 

An unbuoyed sea, girt by an unknown shore. 

Dark struggling months rolled round. 

Drifting I knew not where. 
The restless day strange questions found. 

The night, despair ; 
I spumed to send to heaven a cry ; 
I feared to live, yet dared not die ; 

Yet from my lips would break 

A deep half-uttered groan, 
That in its woe strong wing would take 

To mercy's throne. 
Thrice blest is such unconscious prayer ; 
It ever finds the Father's ear. 

This universe sublime 

Beneath its Maker's sway, 
His hand upon the wheel of time, 

Guiding my way, 
A Father, pitying, ever near, 
Would wake my hope and slay my fear. 
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As light around reveals 
All with its magic wand, 
Yet wrapped in self it self conceals, 
With unseen hand ; 
So God's dear s'mile on all is shed. 
But from our gaze His face is hid. 

Sometimes I dreamed there e'en might be 
Some havened rest from Time's rough sea, 

Beyond Death's pitchy sky, 
With thrones of crystallized light. 
Whose radiant glory banished night, 

Nor tear e'er dimmed the eye ; 
And freer as my instincts grew, 
I firmer tasked my doubts anew, 

And their dark issues pressed ; 
Saw how they slew the god in man, 
Made love a curse, and in the van 

Brute-life heired earth's high best. 

The Christian lie (!) sublimed the soul, 
Fired godlike deeds, — to see earth's whole 

The children of one God ; 
With pen and tongue, and gold and life, 
Brunt shame and scorn, face guilt and strife. 

To ease a brother's load ! 
A splendid lie / Worth God to tell ! 
Heaven's tender love with man to dwell. 

And mercy to the lost ; 
A present God to guard my way. 



A VON MORE. 89 



Through life, through death, to endless day. 
And bought at such a cost ! 

As night-caught tramp sees door thrown wide. 
And shafts of light pierce night's dark side. 

Revealing home and love ; 

A moment, and the vision's fled. 
The mocking snows hiss round his head. 

And bid him onward move ; 
So wandered I 'neath thought's stem blast ; 
Myself from heaven I had outcast, 

What left to sate my crave ? 
A faith that left me helpless, dead, 
No goal to seek, nor upward led, 

And darker made the grave ! 
My soul touched death ! I stood appalled, 
A wild dark dread my soul enthralled ; 

Yet in that hell of night 
I thought I saw some streaks of day. 
Unborn of time, came whence they may. 

Dim prophecies of light. 

With bursting heart and fears, 
Scarce knowing what I said, 
This was my cry, 'mid tears, 

To Heaven for aid : — 
" God ! if God there be. 
For light I yearning crave ; 
No streak of day I see, — 

Me help and save ! 
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Am I Thy deathless child ? 
Have I somewhere a home, 
Yet wandering through life's wild? 

Deliverer, come ! 
The sport of time's dark art, 
And no heyond of rest ; 
My heaven, my own sad heart. 

And death, earth's best ! 
Canst Thou not hear my cry ? 
Art Thou the soul's dark grave ? 
help me ! or I die, — 

Me seek and save." 

Fred. 

I grope to find 
An anchor to my drifting mind. 

To give me rest. 
I see the ashes of my faith 
Like bones along the path of death, 

And feel unblest. 

I own, — not freed ; 
The darkness deepens with my creed ; 

No fetters fall. 
Old foes uncrushed, and new, unknown. 
Like coiling snakes are round me thrown. 

And me appal. 

Osborne. 

On Gowan Lea one eve I met 
A man with winters pressed ; 
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A calm sweet gladness lingered yet, 

Tliat spoke of peace and rest ; 
His years were like the closing day, 
Their brightest hours had passed for aye. 

The blackbird's song, the " caul's " deep sound, 

Voicing the slumbering air. 
And " Peter's Cliflfs " with forests crowned. 

Were all to him a prayer ; 
While heaven was listening from afar, 
And gazing through the evening star. 

I sneered : — " Life is a prizeless race, 

A war no glory crowned, 
A casket locked, of key no trace. 

Nor where it may be found ; 
Where Death may smite one from our side. 
And in that death our all has died." 

Stranger. 

" There ! watch that star, first of the band 

Gemming the brow of night ; 
That envious cloud has stretched its hand 

And clutched it from our sight ; 
But has its starry glory waned, 

And from its sisters gone ? 
Behind that cloud it shines unstained, 

A lamplet near the throne. 
So loves have set. Mine own I've seen 

Ere noon from earth depart. 
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Yet Faith could her sweet flowerets glean, 
To soothe my bleeding heart. 

" Beside Christ's empty grave death fades, 

"lis 'tween two days a night ; 
And like that star a cloud but shades 

Our dear ones from our sight ; 
And from my tears I've learned to meet 

A brother's crushing woe, 
With light to guide his stumbling feet. 

Where life's pure waters flow. 
I'm nearly home ! The songs of spring 

Bid my lone spirit cheer ; 
One message to my soul they bring, — 

My summer now is near." 



>> 



A kind " Good-night ; " I was alone. 

Questioning the path I trod. 
Were both astray, the path unknown. 

That leads to rest and God ? 
My heart beat fast. The old man's faith, 

His vacant chairs, my mooding years. 
His brother-love, his hope in death. 

All ope'd the fountain of my tears ; 
I longed to call his Father mine. 
And round His feet my arms to twine. 
And o'er my star, eclipsed, I mourned, 
And to her where I pondering turned. 

Shall we meet, or is't for ever ? 
Have we breathed a last farewell ? 



A VON MORE. 93 



*»- 



Does the grave eternal sever 

All I loved, nature ! tell ! 
Had our hearts, through life's strange fever, 

Seen how frail is earthly bliss. 
Had we dreamed how vain's endeavour, 

Would we Ve loved or suffered less ? 
In that distant dreamt-of Eden 

Are earth's ties for ever lost, 
And the love of youth and maiden. 

Off like withered leaves are cast ? 

Has God our deeper selves inwove, 
To win me through thy grave ? 

I cannot see thee perished, love, 
As on the shore a wave ; 

To deem thee near breaks half death's blow, 

To meet again would quench my woe. — 

What are these, Fred, — a rainbow arch 

Thrown on the cloud of death. 
To lure me, lagging on my march. 

Till come the parting breath, 
As soap-bells, showing hues more fair 
When vanishing in viewless air ? 

Fred. 

I'm startled oft, and think. 
Have I in past lives basked ; 
This — 710W, its latest link. 
And its swift moments tasked? 
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And do the ages hold 

Some onward life for me ? 

But where's the seerman bold 

To solve the mystery ? 
All, all's so dark, opposed, at war, 
And truth's immured by bolt and bar. 

Osborne. 

Speak not these struggling cries 
Of the divine within ? 
It knows it heirs the skies, 
And gropes for hands unseen. 
There's no divided God ; 
The everywhere declares 
Love holds the chastening rod, 
His heart counts all our tears ; 
Eternity's bright flowers. 
Our harvests in yon sphere, 
In seed and bud are ours. 
To sow and cherish here. 
He in His silence speaks 
A universal tongue ; 
The lost within He seeks. 
Till sighing bursts to song. 

When starless on our wav, 
Unguided, blind, alone. 
With footsteps half astray, 
We staggering heave a groan, 
Then voices reach the soul, 
'Mid beat of angel wings, 
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And back the dark clouds roll, 
And Peace her message brings. 

Fred. 

Is not the brain the all of thought, 
And when it dies we sink to nought ? 

Osborne. 

Life's daily wear and tear 

A constant death demands. 
Yet / survive untouched, and smile 

At action's wasting hands. 

Say twenty years have fled 

Since, in some bloody fray. 
Death by my hand a grave-sheaf reaped. 

Am 1 now free to-day ? 

For thrice this frame I Ve changed ; 

What stain rests on my brow ? 
Where are the brain that framed the stroke. 

And guilty Cain-hands now ? 

There's an unchanged remains 

Above this crumbling frame, 
A monarch throned beyond its reach. 

Through weal or woe the same ! 

The beautiful around, 
Baffling the painter's speech, 
Like flash of God is found 
Ideals high to teach. 
Some sky-drift glory shed. 
Wide o'er the slumbering air, 
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Or night's soft soundless tread, 
And stars as guardians fair. 
Reveal the God within, — 
The veil's a moment rent, 
That pulse makes us akin 
To all the glory sent. 
And in earth's glad array- 
God's heart-thoughts ever shine. 
And whisper 'mid decay, 
"Man's soul is breath divine." 
That light sublime in man. 
Dim though its rays may be, 
Dies not with life's short span. 
Like rain that falls on sea. 
We're nobler than we deem, 
An infant god in chains ; 
Life's but the bondage dream. 
At death the true remains. 

My wants a friend demand. 
Unborn of earth's base throng. 
Who holds all in his hand 
With tender grasp and strong ; 
Whose voice my heart can hear, 
Whose face my soul can see, 
Whose love my sins can bear, 
And wisdom counsel me ; 
A sweet companion, friend. 
Closer than earth's blest ties. 
Who knows the far-off end. 
And pathway to the skies. 
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If earth is all, then here I'd find 
All that my soul could crave, 

No instincts firing heart and mind 
For life beyond the grave ; 

Happy, content in food and rest. 

For in earth's all, all would be blest. 

FliED. 

Laws gird our steps aU round. 
Eternal in their sway. 
Cold, cruel, blind, profound. 
Nor voice of day. 

Osborne. 

Has God by His own hand 
Barred Nature's outer door. 
As ousted ruler there to stand. 

And reign no more ; 
Leaving a sentient life 
On land, in sea, in air. 
To front a fearful strife 

Without His care ? 

If beast and bird defend 

To death their helpless young. 

And man protect to life's last end 

Those from him sprung ; 

Is He less kind ? Is God 

His own dark patricide ? 

Has He renounced the load — 

As Father died ? 

G 
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Yea, as man's powers extend, 
And coasts thought's endless shore, 
Earth's wants demand her Maker-friend 
To guard her more. 
And be the moulding power, 
Touching the soul of things, 
The life of every hour, — 
The King of kings ! 

Fred. 

Earth's breast's a stony pillow 

To rest an aching head ; 
Her peace a raging billow. 

And goring rocks her bed ; 
Our very groans the mocking blast 
Hurls to the storm as it raves past. 

Osborne, as if addressing the Human Race, 

Child of the infinite, helpless and weak ! 

Is there no messenger, no one to speak ? 

Is the poor all you know but as a light 

That darkens the darkness —sister of Night? 

Hath Love forgotten thee, left here alone. 

Groping through mists and wilds, earth's bread a 

stone; 
Yielding no spirit-food, mocking thy fears. 
Counting earth's sea-born cloud dear as thy tears ? 

Where is thy father-land ? Not silent earth ! 
Where is the quickening might leading to birth, — 
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All the unutterable, all the untold, 
Held as a feather weight, yet more than gold ; 
Where thy unworded wants, — heavenward desires, 
Bum thy poor fevered heart up with their jGres, 
Dumb-struck, baffled, fighting a wild despair. 
Silence thy thunder-tongued unuttered prayer ? 

Hard hast thou battled here, 'mid frown and storm, 
For some faint hint of God, some shadow-form ; 
Not the vast glory, unutterable light, 
Baffling thy feeble gaze, blinding thy sight ; 
Not for an angel's gaze, but some faint ray 
Straight from the centre throne whispering of day — 
Of the beyond, lighting thy onward road. 
Strong for thy marching with this staff of God. 

'Gainst all thy prison-bars beat'st thou thy breast. 
Wishing thy fetters gone, calm then to rest 
In a dreamt halcyon ease, and thy fears fled. 
All thy dreams satisfied, all thy foes dead ; 
Or on the wings of light cleaving the sky. 
Leaving doubt's troubled night upwards to fly. 
Height after height made but the stepping-stone. 
Till on some awful peak thou standest lone ? 

might and weakness — Man ! What are to thee 
All the vast ages past and earth's— to be ? 
Dumbed by blade of grass, yet weighing the spheres. 
Dying ere close of day, — endless thy years ; 
Now sunk in miry slough, needing the rod, 
Next saving the erring, towering a god ; 
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Scared with a shadow-hand, holding thy breath, 
Next hot in battle's din, laughing at death ; 
Girt round by hithertos, broken yet whole, 
Slave of a passion, then king of thy soul ! 

Face all thy littleness, proud, questioning man. 
Touching infinitudes, thy life a span. 
Finite must down at the Infinite bow. 
All that we know is a little of Now I 
Earth's tale of mystery fails not of art. 
Be thou a soldier true ; up ! play thy part. 
What the All-Perfect hides now from thy sight. 
Would, were it ope'd to thee, blind by its light. 

If all thy pathway seen straight to the end. 
Would this thy gifted ken be thy true friend ? 
Seeing thy sorrow-days as a dark flood 
Coming with growing tide, — lagging, the good ; 
Seeing friends, tried and true, dropping away. 
Thine a lone stranger's grave at close of day ; 
Uncheered by hope's sweet song, unlit by faith, 
Would not thy living be but a slow death ? 

Then turning to Fred. 

Every life grand and true is but a prayer 
Of the wide heart of man showing God near ; 
This day but asking to meet its demands. 
Leaving its morrows uncared in His hands. 
Would not thine own life task, done in this strength, 
Crown thee with victory and rest at length ? 
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Here it is ours to be children of hope ; 
He that hath fashioned us knows how we grope, 
Through our lone midnight hours daring our fight 
Trusting our darkness will flash into light ; 
Hearing in front of us the victor's cheer, 
Bracing us, trembling, to on without fear ; 
And in His season due, through all our fight, 
In the grand reckoning day all will be right. 



part fifth— Wa^. 

Osborne, resuming the narrafdve. 

That book, the scoffer's jest, I read ; 
Its words fell fire and anguish fed ; 
Yet something whispered, " In the end 
This new dread foe will be thy friend ; 
In probing of the gaping wound 
The mercy of the healer's found." 
I knew word-war around it burned, 
A fetish here, there slighted, scorned ; 
It stands its witness 'mid the strife. 
The source and builder up of life. 

Self stood revealed ; life's wasted years, 
Good left undone and guilt's arrears ; 
Fierce fell that light ! With terror tossed 
I groaned in woe, " Father, lost ! 
In Thee, from Thee, I mercy crave, 
Eise in Thy love, me seek and save ! " 

'Tis 'mid such hours our souls we prize, 
And read them pilgrims of the skies ; 
Now as a god, sun-basked, they dwell. 
Then as a fiend in lowest hell ; 
'Neath glory's flight or sin's fell load. 
Their source they prove, — the breath of God. 
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We tread on graves of past resolves 

With weary bleeding feet ; 
Our best is vain ; a perfect law 

Hurls back our halting cheat. 
My soul refused the lie. Her best 

Met not what life required ; 
Each height attained had sister depths, 

Where worth and hope expired. 
A perfect life out-soared my soul, 

And as conception grew 
Of righteousness, the growing light 

My noblest efforts slew. 

Then day awoke, mists left my skies, 
Faith saw the accepted sacrifice ; 
And yielding to its loving sway. 
My guilt as lead sank in Love's sea. 
The groans, the tears, the bleeding side 
Of "Brother-bom," the Crucified, 
Fired love with strength unborn of earth, 
The pledge and seal of higher birth, 
That inner witness that defies 
The sceptic's sneer and sophistries. 

The night is past ; I now can see ; 
Enough, ... I know He cares for me, — 



Fred, interrupting. 

Delusive dream ! How can there be 
Life from a dead man on a tree ? 
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Osborne. 

The ffows of God wait not our hand ; 
Ours to believe — not understand. 

Fked. 

My reason must for ever see ; 
Faith as a trust's no trust for me. 

Osborne. 

Play you this creed in life's hard fight, 

Your stumbling reason all your guide ? 
For thee no heaven, earth, day nor night. 

Nor past nor now, nor ought beside. 
Faith floods our life ; her flag's unfurled 

O'er Nature's laws and trust of man 5 
Our gateways to the outer world, 

And every phase of life's strange span ; 
Our social ties, the bliss of life. 

The food we eat, the healer's skill ; 
In love, in war, and man*s souTs strife, 

Faith stands supreme her post to fill. 

The cry of old is still our cry, 

" for a daysman's touch of might 
To link the wanderer with the sky, 

And turn his darkness into light." 
The blood on thousand altars shed. 

The votive gifts, the angel quest. 
The prayers unto the mighty dead. 

Proclaim this longing in our breast. 
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Responsive earth points to her forms, 

Dumb songs which hymn vicarious death, 
Of battling through self-chosen storms 

To rescue some poor struggling breath. 
Our Bannockburns, each patriot band 

Spuming the chains for slaves to be, 
At Liberty's proud altar stand, 

Vicarious die, and we are free ! 

Each motion bids some force expire, 

Each thought, each word, some brain-decay, 
And tissues burned by action's fire 

Have but one cry — a Calvary ! 
The dying rock strews earth with soil, 

Then golden harvests on it wave. 
And Death's full sheaves in rounding toil 

Still whisper life — life from the grave. 
The leafy world then bends its head, 

And other life springs from its fall ; 
For life and death are strangely wed 

In one strong chain that binds us all. 

The mother in the throes of birth. 

The sire in toil's long sacrifice. 
Each self-denial blessing earth. 

Proving man's kinship with the skies ; 
Our Pasteurs at their godlike task. 

Counting their lives not theirs, as dross 
Men but to save ; what these, I ask, 

But fingers pointing to the Cross ! 
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Christ's mystery's but partly told ; 

Heaven owns claims met, the work " well done ; " 
Love fires our souls, our faith lays hold, 

And self-surrender makes us one. 
death in which my dying died ! 

grave that made me ever free ! 
life from God-man crucified ! 

Give voice of song and bended knee ! 

Fked. 

Your Christian's camp's a battlefield. 

Foes throttling one another ; 
And heaven is pelted with your prayers 

To curse some Church, — ^your brother 
Or sister ; while we reprobates 
Stand wondering how a Christian hates ! 

OSBOKNE. 

Bitter, — for true ! The Christian badge 

Leads straight to brotherhood ; 
But party zeal and selfish aims 

Tramp out the soul of good. 
The best of men are men at best ; 

Each dreams of unity ; 
Our standpoint centres all our view, 

And more we cannot see. 
Who have the same bright rainbow seen, 
Or landscape clad in changing sheen ? 

Hold God thy Father, Guide, and Friend, 
Each day be love increased ; 
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" See heaven beyond thy creed or Church, 

And Christ beyond the priest ; " 
And through the gloom that smites thee blind 
A Father's love His child will find. 

No Church exhausts the all of Christ ; 

Each but reveals a phase 
Of that broad life and perfect love 

That wait the coming days ; 
Feel thou these throbbing in thy breast, 
And in their might thy soul is blest. 

High earnests now proclaim Christ's day, 

For this we toil and fight ; 
The taper dies, but stars still burn 

Calm through the shoreless night ; 
So these sect-storms will pass away. 
And truth expand with broadening ray. 

I hold this true, — heaven is within ; 

Where is God's rest for me ? 
My spirit moulded to His will 

Must all my Eden be ; 
As falls the tree so there it lies. 
But as it leaning grew, it dies. 

Dare touch the throbbing soul of things, 
Truth's torch will light the road ; 

As Bartimeus thou shalt wake, 
And see the face of God. 

All light's from Him, to Him returns, 

And in earth's darkest brightest bums. 
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Fred. 

But your priests in word and deed 
Give the Ke unto their creed ; 
Round they drive their cleric mill, 
Creaking, wheezing, time to kill ; 
Till you scout the canting notion 
That this e'er can be devotion. 
Oft I've wished, — ^pray, have not you ? — 
That church penance was but true ; 
For such torture in such fashion 
Might wipe out the week's transgression, 
Making church our purgatory. 
Hop, step, leap, and into glory ! 

Osborne. 

Well may foes ask, "Ends love in this, 
A Judas band, a traitor kiss. 

And lives as false as hell ; 
With vows a sham, tasks left undone. 
No flag upheld, no kingdom won. 
While th' listless sleep, the bold defy, 
The noble frown, the careless die. 

Amid their ^AU is well!'" 

Theirs at time's last to stand alone. 
No children round them at the throne ; 

While from each opening tomb 
The unredeemed will curse them there. 
Lost in a stony-lipped despair. 

Waiting the " hireling's " doom. 
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Frkd. 

Once you scorned the cleric rabble, 
Sons of feasting, rant, and gabble. 

Was it true ? 
Saw them mount their " coward castle,' 
And discharge their Churph -craft missile. 

Spiteful crew 1 
Deemed alike the raver, groaner, 
As unworthy love or honour, 

Yes, from you ! 
Now a different song you're chanting. 
Pray, what is it, — truth or canting, 

Entre novs ? 



Osborne. 

Narrow my views, my spirit worse, 
I gloried in her " hireling " curse ; 
It cloaked my creed, gave some excuse 
For ribald sneer and Church abuse. 

And shouting her decline ; 
Yet, spite of dolts, and drones, and knaves. 
Her haughty snobs, and Mammon slaves. 
She forward moves by native power. 
Fronting sublime her darkest hour. 

And proves her rock divine ! 

From some base dross I judged the whole ; 
I'd seen them crush some worthy soul ; — 
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I, too, had felt their tread, 
And, with the feelings bom of wrong, 
I poured my anger in my song, 

Because my own heart bled.. 

Her loyal sons with ardour fired. 
Bearing the cross with love inspired, 

Their joy the Master's will ! 
Theirs not to choose ! What was their breath 1 
He first. He last, in life, in death ; 
He died ! " their war-cry still ! 
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The Moffat bands, who through the years 
March as the light, God's pioneers. 

Oft filling graves unknown ; 
And martyr hosts of sturdy faith. 
For battle strong or torturing death, 
Whose unclosed prayer for fierce foes given 
Was finished as a song in heaven, 

Proclaim God has His own ! 



Who have dared earth's upward battle, 

Fought for conscience, God, and right ; 
Would not yoke like soulless cattle, 

Kiss as slaves th' oppressor's might ? 
They who'd learned the grand old story, 

"Ye are sons," and in the van, 
Spite of chains or war-field gory, 

Shouted still the rights of man ; 
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And when victory, smiling, crowned them, 

And their foot was on their foe, 
Heaven's grand law, forgiveness, bound them, 

Mercy 'mid their might to show. 

'Tis the solvent to the factions, 

Cancers in our social life. 
Kindling love to flame our actions. 

And uproot our hates and strife ; 
Reconciling class distinctions 

In a godlike brotherhood. 
Master, servant, all their functions. 

Yet one platform, — great the good. 



Dream not, ye dead, the earth is old 

And tottering o'er a nameless grave ; 
Her broadening story's but half told. 

And nearing glories o'er her wave. 
God labours yet ! All's incomplete ; 

From stage to stage all upward tend. 
And higher births each new birth greet, 

And nobler prophesies ascend. 
The jarrings of the present hour, 

Th' unrests, the death-throes everywhere, 
Are but the voices of that power 

That's moulding futures rich and rare. 

Each beauty but some form reveals 
Of higher type and nobler grace, 

And what to-day's strong arm conceals, 
To-morrow frees, makes common-place. 
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Each stage, deserted ne'er returns, 

No yesterdays reset their toils ; 
As flame still upward struggling bums, 

For earth a waiting Eden smiles. 

Day's herald-bands around us rise, 

And through the years this word is sent, — 
A rising earth and nearing skies, 

Till heaven and earth in one are blent. 
Time's watchword, " Upwards ! " ever rings 

Through battling strife and faith's stern war. 
The consummation of all things 

Eternal shouts from star to star. 



Five years rolled to that shrouded land 

That girds life's troubled sea. 
Ere I again trod Tweed's green strand 

Or Linwood's daisied lea. 

Avonmore ! dear Avonmore ! 
Sweet memories haunt thy wavy shore ; 
'Twas here I spent life's early day. 
And won thy heart, my May, my May. 
Thy skies were clear, thy summers long. 
Thy woods the home of love and song. 
And I was glad the live-long day. 
And thou my joy, my May, my May. 

The toying winds were wild with glee. 
And songs were rained from every tree. 



A VON MORE. 113 



And Love me taught her sweetest lay, 
And thou, my song, my May, my May ! 

Avonmore ! dear Avonmore ! 

Sad mourn thy waves along thy shore ; 

Now all thy charms are fled away. 

For where art thou, my May, my May ? 

Like daysman, Tweed links different shores, 

And land with land is wed ; 
So linkest thou, sweet Avonmore, 

The living and the dead. 
The crust of clay, the eye of sense 

And touch are vanished things. 
But angel footfalls round I hear. 

And rustle low of wings ; 
And voices rise and currents roll 
From near and far, from soul to soul, 
Till past or now, till here or there, — 

1 know not which, I know not where. 

Nor rise those shades with giftless hands ; 

One winter kills not earth. 
For though it nips the Ungering flower. 

It cradles future birth ; 
For loss becomes the sire of faith 

And opener of the heart ; 
And now with purer love and hope 

They nobler joys impart. 

Dear were they when youth graced my brow, 

Heaven's purged their dross, they're dearer now, 

H 
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As when from mom in garments gray 
Breaks in its might the glorious day. 

*Twas Sabbath mom, Heaven's sweet release 

To labour's weary round ; 
In that blest hour of restful peace 

I sought May's grassy mound. 
That hour ! I cannot word its woe ; 

Grief crushed me 'neath its wave ; 
What were earth's passing glories now ? 

My heart lay in that grave ! 
This all I said, enough for me, — 
** My May, my May ! I tryst with thee ! " 

'Tis past ! The piercing pang is o'er, 
And years have soothed the smart 

That, with a demon's frantic power, 
Consumed my youthful heart ; 

Yes, time has snapped the festering chains, 

But still a clouded sky remains. 

Fred. 

Thy past fierce woes has borne. 
Yet from its night and pain 
Thy trembling hands all bleeding, torn, 

Have grasped at gain. 
I quail to think on death ; 
The grave is nearing fast ; 
And some fell hour will clutch my breath, 

And all be past. 
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Ah, well ! There is an end ; 
When 'neath the sod I creep, 
Like lower brute with earth I'll blend, 

Lost in sweet sleep. 
Perhaps in dreams we'll hear 
The flowers wake in the spring, 
And music fall on death's cold ear. 

From lark on wing ; 
And childhood's happy song, 
Love's tale untiring told. 
Or widow's woe or orphan's wrong, 

Just as of old ; 

Or, 'round toil's iron tread. 
The tyrant, tasker, slave. 
Earth's bitter all will make us — dead, 

Prefer the grave ! 
I could rejoice were I 
To see light anywhere. 
To break the darkness of my sky, 

And my despair. 

I hear the winds their glad shouts fling. 
And flowers with smiles and incense sweet 
Their roistering caresses greet, 

And waving trees their welcome sing ; 
But as we joy they wake their wrath, 
And trampled forests strew their path, 

While mocking through the maddened air 

They hurl the seaman's useless prayer. 
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The sun with burning words oft says, 
** 'Tis mine to bid the summer bloom, 
Or mine to sear it for the tomb, 

And give to death my work of days ; 
Then watch the reapers idly stand. 
With parched lip and empty hand." 

In vain's my search to find a road, 

"From Nature up to Nature's God." 

Osborne. 

Some sing of Nature in glad strains, 
From awful thoughts in thunder rolled 
To tender care in flowerets told, 

Of garnered mines, of fruitful pMns, 
Her wealth of love man's wants to meet, 
And pleasures waiting at his feet, 

Her every way an open door 

For man to enter, learn, adore. 

' Tis vain ! No voice proclaims the way. 
Else were earth's scrolls an open book. 
Where thinking man had but to look 

To pass from darkness into day ; 

There harvest truth, know life from death. 
And rouse his soul by Heaven's own breath. 

And bid his fears — life's guilty load, — 

For ever flee his upward road. 

One light would glad each groping soul, 
One creed, one hope, one life within. 
Nor hemmed by seas nor tongue nor skin. 

But kindred faith from pole to pole ; 
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Each phase the sire of higher thought, 

And reached each eve each something sought, 

No frowning skies, no crushing night, 

]>ut all glad revelling in the light. 

Man's countless gods to reach Heaven's goal, 
His reason staggering in the right, 
His agonising for the light. 

The unblest yearnings of his soul. 
His homesick pain, his anguish wild. 
An unknmvn Fathcr^s unhnown child, 

Hurl back the cheat, deny earth's claim 

To show the road or light Hope's flame. 

Where are earth's joys and songs of mirth ? 
Her every voice is shriek or groan, 
Unmorned her sky. Time leaves alone 

The voiceless sorrows of the earth ; 

The mute life-world for judgment craves. 
And death exults o'er unripe sheaves. 

Speak these of love, and are they guides 
To groping man to find the throne. 
And sway his heart to bend and own 

A God all love and none besides. 

And give unsought a childlike part, — 
The incense of a grateful heart ? 

Whence came I, orphaned, helpless, weak ? 

Who gave this soul, if soul I own? 

Who ope'd life's gate, yet left me lone. 
And tossed as waif by tempest freak ; 
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The past unknown, the future worse, 
And life one joyless, grinding curse. 
Yet from whose close I shuddering shrink, 
And helpless stand at death's cold brink ? 

All's dark, all's jarring mystery, 
And drives me reckless to despair. 
Or wrings from me the cry, " where 

Can I from self and terror flee ? " 
The mom may promise light to men, 
But setting suns bring night and pain. 

I pant for light and question round. 

And in my brightest hours but guess 

A Mystery of Loveliness 
Perchance exists, and may be found. 

Where I may bend and tell my woe. 

And all a Father's bosom know ! 

But in the Cross the all I see. 

That God is Love ; and here alone 
I catch the light that leads me on 

From present peace to joys to be. 

And 'mid the night that shrouds my way 
By faith I move in Heaven's own day. 

There doubt has found a grave. The cry 
From Calvary's bleeding Lamb has drowned 
My fears and Sinai's thunder-sound ; 

It opes the path that leads on high. 

And from the cloud that made Christ's nierht 
My sun shines forth fair in Heaven's sight. 
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Now voices from each leaf and stone 
In Nature's temple grandly rise, 
Bearing this message from the skies, 

That heaven and earth one Father own ; 
And 'neath this light her teachings prove, 
With stammering lips, — Our God is Love ! 

Fred. 

As waves break on the heedless shore, 
So what cares God for human woe ? 

Men plead while plagues beat at their door. 
Their unheard cry. His awful " No ! " 

For mercy looks not from the skies. 

Though half an empire sinks and dies ! 

Osborne. 

We trample on creation's laws. 

And pestilence leaps from the sod, 
Smiting the land without a pause. 

And loud proclaims an angry God. 
'Mid craven fear, men start to find 

'Tis broken law but striking back ; 
Then flowing gold and earnest mind 

Hunt down the demon in his track. 
Till drainage, water, find their place. 

With better homes for toiling poor. 
Then whispers Plague with smiling face, 

" I've blest the land, — I ask no more ! " 

From earth's groans and tears and cries, 
Time's strong prophecies arise. 
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Shouting, " Night must pass away, 
Lost in right's eternal sway." 
By the wrongs the weak have borne, 
Homes and hearts by anguish torn ; 
Graves of worth dug ere their time, 
Poor through virtue, rich through crime ; 
All earth-hunger, howe'er fed, 
Clutched 'mid fields of dying, dead ; 
By the slave's red lash and chains, 
By the gambler's cursed gains ; 
Infant's tomb and martyr's grave, 
Trading fleets sunk 'neath the wave ; 
War's fire-breath and iron words, 
Bloody rain 'mid clash of swords ; 
All call God with tongue of flame, 
" Rise and vindicate Thy name ! " 



If man is but a higher beast, 

A flitting shadow at life's feast ; 

His sovereign power o'er Nature's law 

A stronger form of tooth and claw ; 

His aspirations, instincts, — vain, 

The vagrant children of his brain ; 

His treadmill round but fate's stern ??2ws^. 

At death air-lost, his body dust, 

And all his faith a groundless lie ; — 

What better, friend, are you than I ? 

But if (life past, we halting stand. 

Pressing death's latch with trembling hand, 

Fronting the gloom, the what may be 

That arms the dread eternity). 
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Life should survive, expand, extend 
To years of God that know no end. 
Faith then should find her promised rest. 
And hope her every longing blest 
With joys that baflSe mortal ken. 
If this the close, — for thee what then ? 

Fhkd. 

The wretched spawn, man, ever claims 

For self Heaven's care 'mid fate's dark games. 

Dead is the soul that hears no wail 

Rise from earth's mutes and heaven assail ! 

Why can you not your list extend. 

And count the beast your suffering friend ? 

OSBOKNE. 

You've touched a chord of throbbing woe, 
Whose groans with man's still louder grow ; 
Mute Nature's weakness in life's fight 
Gives all its pangs a higher might. 
The " creature's " pains I take and own 
As common cause at God's high throne. 
And plead their wrongs. His hand- work they. 
Twain sufferers we, and plead for day. 
I dream these down-trod yet shall rise 
And heir the freedom of the skies. 
Where'er the curse has spread its blight, 
And wrong dethroned the helpless right, 
Christ's glorious work, His out-flung life, 
Will reach the lowest tide of strife. 
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And mute creation all restored 
Will glory in its risen Lord. 

Fred. 

your heaven ! I could not bear it, 

All so sleek, sedate, and prim ; 
Were I there, by Jove, I'd dare it. 

Sing a song as well's a hymn ; 
Have my laugh o'er some old story, 

Some wild youth play, lark or fun. 
In the glad times on earth hoary, 

With regrets that all were gone ; 

Meet the old folks, rough and battered. 

As they fought their iron lots, 
When their plans to winds were scattered. 

And want tugging at their throats ; 
Living still as Nature bade them, 

All their old ways quaint and queer, 
Acting as their feelings led them, 

Ev'n their dross to memory dear ! 

Osborne. 

This your chant now ? How you vary ! 

Whiles you grumble, " All is wrong," 
Then you sing like glad canary, 

" All's earth's wail's an empty song. 
Either sorrows are a trifle. 

Hardly worth a rising tear. 
Or your feelings now you stifle 

O'er the woes you say we bear. 



>> 
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But they who've reached the blood-bought shore 
Their sin-chain snapped, their warfare o'er, 

Wish not life's path re-trod ; 
We changed like them ; in them we'll love 
The kin-link to the life above, 

The breath, the pulse of God. 

Fred. 

we'll leave the Great Perhaps 

To divines and other chaps ; 

Yet how strong old teaching clings, . 

'Mid the breaking up of things. 

Here's a sample, food for jest, 

Or a prayer — you judge which best. 

He reads from a note-hook. 

Day closed, and swarthy night held earth, and stars, 
The witnesses of all her wrongs, watched o'er 
Her shrouded woe with silent pitying gaze. 
A thousand thoughts ran riot through my brain, 
A motley crew of nothingness. I touched 
The border-land of rest Then rose a scene 
That painter's heart would flame, of splintered scars 
And peaks, like ruins of a former world. 
And forests climbing up their shattered sides. 
With valleys hiding 'mid the thronging hills, 
And laughing streamlets bounding to the sea. 
The light lay sleeping on the Bens, while all 
Her golden locks fell streaming down their sides. 
And darkness cowered their gloomy rents among. 
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But when I sought to drink their glories in, 

They changed into a flat and barren wild. 

On right, on left, a glimpse I caught of flowers, 

A very carnival of bloom. I turned 

To know their beauty and their grace, then o'er 

Them sickening mildews crept, till every charm 

Eluded all my gaze. They bloomed, but not 

For me. Where'er I turned, my eye met death. 

And life shrank from my sight as I were death. 

I was alone, lost in a world that feared 

Me, strewed my path with emblems of the grave, 

While snakes and toads and slimy monsters leered 

At me with cruel eyes. I yearned to hear 

The human voice divine. The silence crushed 

My soul. T was a castaway on some 

Forgotten shore, where jest, nor prayer, nor song. 

Nor the glad laughter of a sinless heart. 

Was ever heard. Then thirst, the wine-cup's crave. 

Tore as a vulture at my heart, and on 

The air the flagon's poisoned breath floating 

Around lent fuel to the flame. Then bags 

Of gold were mine. I hugged them to my heart, — 

My all of bliss was there. I'd count my store 

And sate my soul. The task's essayed ; the gold 

Was lead, was ash, was emptiness and pain. 

With maddened step I fled, impelled to move ; 

'Twas but a choice of misery. Then o'er 

The waste a wind swept keen. It pierced my heart, 

And froze my blood. It sighed, it groaned, it 

shrieked. 
Then hissed fierce in mine ear a name. I stood. 
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Forgot to breathe ! Then memory woke, recalled 
Her innocence, her wrongs and early grave. 
I, craven, feared some form would yelling leap 
Out of the air and rend me limb from limb. 
Kemorse gat hold and scourged my soul. I saw 
Her far-off tears, her sweet forgiving love. 
In years far down the stream of time. I called 
Her name. The echoes caught the dear old sound, 
And mocking answered back. I shuddered, paused, 
And wept. Then voices filled the air and cried, 
" useless tears ! worthless tears for her 
And thee ! " Then rage burned in my heart ; I 

cursed 
My unseen foes, when round a laughter such 
As hell might voice, broke on my straining ear ; 
I gnashed my teeth in futile wrath and fled 
The cursed spot. Then sound of Sabbath-bell, 
In sweetness like the slow returning chime 
Of some forgotten tune, fell all around. 
I sought the fane and heard the song of praise. 
The voice of prayer, the call to dying men 
To hear the voice of Love, and turn and live ! 
It was my aged pastor's voice. I gave 
A mocking laugh that made me shudder at 
Its hoUowness. I hurried out. I fell 
And fell, till other sounds swept to my ear, — 
The sound of roistering and song. I neared ; 
The shout of revelry sank low, then, dread, 
My own clear voice I heard in ribald song, 
The chorus wildly sung by mates long dead ! 
Overwhelmed, I paused and trembling crept away. 
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A horrid fear drank up my strength ; I felt 
A nameless dread, and in my woe I cried, 
" Death, is this thy home ? and hath the grave 
Her lash of scorpion stings ? break thy bonds ! 
Give back the earth, its sunshine and its hope ! " 
I cried for aid and woke ; it was a dream. 

Osborne. 

Yes, dreams ! If 'mid our dross the soul can fire 

Such flames, what, when life's prison bars are snapped, 

It fronts its past, and sees the mystery 

Of Providence laid bare, and all God's grace. 

In very wantonness of sin and scorn. 

Hurled in His face as babbling drivel of 

A worn-out lie ? 

But judgment's His strange work. 
He knows the all of our poor battered lives ; 
Our strivings in the fight, our tears and falls. 
The boatman battling wind and tide may yet 
Be beaten back, though fronting still the gale ; 
Is he less true than he who, all uncalled 
To breast the waves, creeps 'long the sheltered shore ? 
A life shipwrecked is not a shipwrecked life. 
Else Christ's would count amid the failure throng. 
God sees the purpose of His sons, their heart's 
Intent and agonising for the true. 
He knows the all of sin hedging us round. 
Our stumbling faith to grasp His aids divine ; 
Our strange adjusted selves — ^iron and clay, 
Our double nature's dark unequal fight. 
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Where passion's oft a virtue but run wild, 

And goodness is an unseen wrong. I dare 

To dream a broader mercy throbs through all 

His word than filled our fathers' creed. They, men 

Of iron will and stern environment. 

Who fed on what they needed for their fight, 

Bulked justice all, gave love imperfect sway, 

Nor sought to lure, but scare the sinner home ; 

Nor read the Father's in the Saviour's love ! 

No blind caprice or fitful choice is His ; 

His will is but His perfect nature clothed 

In acts. His justice, mercy, truth, and love 

Form all the fabric of the web of time. 

Where warp or woof its duty fails, 'tis man 

Whose guilty hand has marred the goodly plan, 

And wrecked the purpose of his being here. 

Men mock at hell, but Nature's law transgressed 
Its judgment finds. God makes no hell ; our heaven. 
Our hell we're forming now. A soul, sin- wed. 
Would find heaven, hell. Our all's within. Meet for 
Thy state is one grand pillar of His throne. 
'Tis not the judge who bars the prison door 
And shuts the culprit from the fair glad earth, 
Or says to blood-stained wretch, ^^ Not jit to live ! " 
Man reaps the harvests of his sowing years. 

But why o'er " darkness " brood ? Life waits to 
flood 
Thy soul. when the ransomed one has found 
His home, he'll summer high in Paradise 
With heart akin to all, while in earth's long 
Forsaken grave his every woe is left ; 
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While 'mid angelic shout a son of God 
Proclaims, " All old things now have passed away, 
No resurrection mom shall wait this grave." 
There in eternal youth he'll climb from peak 
To peak of all the bliss he dreamt of here. 
Earth's mysteries dissolved, heaven's then will rise. 
Their endlessness its mystery of joy ; 
For finite owns but useless wing to cleave 
The infinite. path sublime through heaven's 
Eternal years ! joy for ever new ! 
And each new light the fount of higher thought. 
Of higher song, and deeper grateful love. 



A girl enters uith a letter-bag, 

OSIJOR^E. 

Well, Ina ! . . . post ? Yes . . . letters . . . three, 
One for your father, two for me. 
Come, little pet, just bide a wee, 

And, Ina, dear. 
Sing us a hymn, — the choice with thee, 

Our hearts to cheer. 

She sings " Beautiful Shore.** 

"Here's all the thanks I have just now," 
As, stooping, Osborne kissed her brow. 
The little maiden tossed her head, 
Then smHing oflE she scampering sped. 
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O'er Osborne's cheek calm pleasure played, 
As turning to his friend he said : — 
" The waif you read of in the tale, 

Though darkness round her lay, 
And battlings in life's grimy vale, 

Held bravely on her way. 
An honest lad, — earth's thickly sown 

With such, nor hard to find. 
My gardener now, made her his own ; 

Well mated, heart and mind. 
That little maid, Claudina, 's theirs, 
And glories in the name she bears. 



Fight out thy doubts with unwarped aim, 

And thought will parent thought ; 
For truth is one progressive birth. 

In death-pangs hourly wrought. 
Through fire each new-born soul must pass, 

Such scale the waiting skies, 
And like a Phoenix from the flames 

To nobler life will rise. 
For thee awaits this fiery birth, 
Then conquer self and heir the earth. 

The truths that through the darkness gaze 

Mock not us semi-blind ; 
Dare cleave the mists, there freedom waits. 

To crown the struggling mind. 

As slave who dives in pearly sea 

Mounts with a gem that makes him free. 

I 
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Thy Creed — a living, followed Christ, 
Thy Church-»-the faithful good, 

Thy life — another name for love, 
Thy kin — earth's brotherhood ; 

And write God bigger, — add an " 0," 

And wield thy might to ease earth's woe ! 



Sweet evening's glory's closing fast, 

Night folds earth in her breast ; 
Time turns a leaf, — to crowds their last, — 
Their pillow pressed, 
And mom shall wake and all their journey passed ! 

Pause ere the bridegrooom says, " Too late ! 

Ye cannot enter now ! " 
See, Mercy standing at the gate, 

Thorn-crowned His brow, 
Thy cheek to kiss when thou thy heart wilt bow 1 

Dream not full harmonies will rise ; 

Earth's mists will drift around, 
And counter winds and jarring cries 
Will aye be found. 
Wait at His feet ; all else is shifting ground. 

Then o'er thy young yet troubled years 

A glorious light will rise ; 
A Father's love will quench the fears 
That night thy skies. 
And life, purged of its grime, thy golden prize. 

He paused. A few kind words ; they rose. 
And brought their converse to a close. 



part Sfitb.— Conclusion^ 

Fred, at a grave in Avonmore Chiirchyard, 

Dear old churchyard ! last retreat 
To broken hearts and weary feet ! 
Thy morning suns with silence greet 

Thy waiting band ; 
And starry glory at day's close 
With loving care guards their repose, 
And resurrection radiance throws 

O'er death's dark land. 



Our loved " in weakness " lowly sleep ; 
They know death's all, we longing weep ; 
God can afford to silence keep ; 

But on each tomb 
The daisy lifts its circled head. 
As if in burning words it said, 
" He's not the God of mouldering dead, 

Their spring will come." 

Years have been bom and passed for aye 

Since here I trod in life's young day ; 

My raven locks are dashed with gray ; 

131 
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But chastened now, 
The atheist rage of youth is past, 
I see love rules each stormy blast, 
Nor do earth's sorrows always last, 

Or line the brow. 

Simple the wording on this stone, 
"Graham Osborne," age and death alone, 
His battle-strife and worth unknown. 

That Calvary, 
Where all his doubts he crucified. 
Where faith was bom " in Him " that died, 
That flamed his heart in sorrow tried. 

To rescue me. 

sacred dust ! can I forget 

Thy brother-love to my dark soul ? 
Thy yearning voice ! I hear it yet. 
That longed to make me wounded whole. 

1 was like bird in aimless flight, 
Feeling as rest the thirst to roam. 

Till thy mate-call brought joy and light. 
And through thy song I found a home. 

Rest! 

Christlike my bitter taunts you bore. 
You knew my madness and low mourned ; 
My reckless speech thy bosom tore. 
Yet tender love thy heart returned. 
Thy battle and thy victory 
Laid hold upon my erring mind, 
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Till in my woe I bent the knee, 
And pled for light to me, the blind. 

Best! 

" The day-spring " came ! I saw the Cross 
Crowned every hope, met sin's array ; 
Now all earth's gain I count but loss, 
For peace is mine ! I walk in day. 
When life's short span has seen its last. 
And weakness breathed her last low prayer. 
And death's dark river shall be passed. 
On yon bright shore I'll meet thee there. 

Best! 



THE WIND. 

I'm child alone, of the changing sky, 

The breath of the boundless heaven, 
A type sublime of the fadeless soul 

In man by the Godhead given. 
All moods my choice ; now I'm calm, and hold 

My might as a steed well reined ; 
Then madly rush like an outcast sprite, 

And howl like a demon pained. 

The nodding flowers and the billowy woods. 

The voice of the thundering sea, 
The timid clouds as they flee my face, 

Proclaim all their life from me. 
Softly at eve like a dream of night 

In infancy's purest breast, 
My music lulls wearied suns to sleep 

In halls of the golden west ; 
Then in the vales running 'mong the hills, 

Where brooks in their young glee play. 
And fairy ferns bathe in crystal waves, 

I sleep at the close of day. 

With mirth at morn o'er the plain I trip, 
'Mid smiles from the waking flowers. 

And kiss in glee their pure rosy lips 
With sweet and refreshing showers. 

>34 
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I breathe in love on the snow-clad earth, 

And life leaps up from the sod, 
Like love's pure flame in the heaven-bom soul, 

Awoke by the breath of God. 

The feathery forms of the date and pine 

I clasp in ray fond embrace, 
And insects bright flying flowers of light 

My soft elfin footsteps chase. 
I grasp the oak in my angry moods. 

He struggles for life's dear breath. 
Like him whose bark's adrift from his God, 

And caught in the vortex — death. 
Then like the king of a roistering band 

I shout through the forest free. 
Till the boughs grow wild in a storm of joy, 

And share in my maddened glee. 

Ripples I wake on the slumbering main. 

Then pile them to mountains high, 
And fray their crests to wild drifting foam. 

And hurl it against the sky ; 
While man looks on, pondering how oft 

A word, like my work on the main. 
Has grown and swelled in its awful might, 

And closed with the hand of Cain. 
I watch anon, when my pastime's o'er. 

The wavelets trooping to land. 
Till white with age they drop to their graves, 

And sleep on the shell-wreathed strand. 
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With printless steps I steathily move 

'Mong cities of yore, all dead ! 
The silence pains, — 'mid death's crowded halls 

I start at my own soft tread. 
I roam, free-souled, round old Britain's isle, 

The home of the true and brave ; 
Then seek the East with its stripes and pain, 

And wail with the sinking slave ; 
And from his lips as a holy thing 

I catch his last dying groan. 
And through the gates of the realms of light 

I bear it away to the throne. 
'Neath earth's dread woes I am crushed, appalled. 

The angels pale at her crave. 
Like sounds astray from the lower world, 

That darker night of the grave ! 

In boyish love gleesome Spring I chase, 

Running laughing o'er the earth. 
Till Summer thick on our sunny path 

Flings flowers in her joyous mirth ; 
'Mid loud hurrahs dear old Autumn shakes 

His golden locks at the fun ; 
But Winter frowns, and my playmates die, 

And storms through my pulses run. 

The outcast's rags like the leaves I shake, 

The milkmaid hug as she sings ; 
While blooms I throw o'er the ploughman's path, 

And dust in the face of kings. 
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Then throDgli the streets I merrily go, 

And hats are footballs for me ; 
Then tussle the prude as she minces along, 

And sly round a comer flee. 
To alleys dark where foul odours sow 

Broad fields for the reaper, Death, 
I go with life on my airy wing, 

And bless with my healing breath. 

I mourn with song, minor-keyed, my plaint, 

Then rise to laughter and mirth. 
Or venting wrath in the voice of the storm, 

I leap the girdle of earth. 
I tread my path by another's might. 

Yet joy in my work thus given ; 
My heart aye swells with the pulse of love. 

For servant I am of Heaven. 



ALTHOUGH THE WORLD BE COLD 

(Ou WHAT Brave-heart said to Desponding). 

Midway in life's rougli sea you're tossed, 
Thy past a grand mistake, or worse, 
And now alone, and almost lost. 
With nought to nerve thee for thy curse. 
While Hate's wild billows round thee roar. 
And passive men look from the shore. 
Then grasp the oar, the tempest brave, 

With purpose, heart, and will ; 
Thy figure-head must cleave the wave, 

Though every muscle thrill ; 
For thine 's the task thine own to hold, 
Although the world be cold. 

High promise gemmed thy morning sky, 
And Hope woke music to the theme ; 
You planned, but fate has cast the die, 
And razed the castle of thy dream ; 
And Memory mourns those golden hours, 
As mother's heart some withered flowers. 

Let fruitless years complaining round 
Their deeper voices yield ; 

Unbaffled, dare ; be this the ground 

On which your life you build, 
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And prove thyself of nobler mould, 
Although the world be cold. 

When toiling for the true and right, 
Seeking to aid and life to bless. 
Hate silent-footed, like a blight. 
Made all thy trophies less and less, 
Till sick at heart you bent your liead. 
And felt the power of action dead. 
Was then the fickle crowd's vain praise 

The glory that ye sought ? 
Then hail its hates as Heaven's strange ways 

To bring thy work to nought ; 
Thy just reward's to thee been told. 
Through this poor world that's cold. 

Friendships and love are cold, are fled. 
And empty days mourn round thy soul, 
And faith and hope and truth seem dead. 
While voiceless sorrows o'er thee roll. 
Till like lone rock on storm-lashed shore. 
You stand amid the breakers' roar. 
Yes, like the rock, in silent might 
Hurl back each wrathful wave. 
And round thy base, in seething white, 

'Twill find a hungry grave ; 
Still duty's flag to heaven unfold, 
Although the world be cold. 

The world is cold, although with shrines 
It crowds the earth and courts fair heaven ; 
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Yet self with gilded shams combines 
To form its life — its quickening leaven ; 
Its friendship's vain, — ^its love a lie, 
And Christ afresh men crucify. 

What then ? Be thine a better life 

To lead to those around, 
Nor fear the end ; and in the strife 

Let thy best joy be found ; 
Dare in proud duty's cause be bold, 
Although the worid be cold. 

Arise ! shake off thy craven fears. 
Earth's not thy God, nor yet its praise 
Thy heaven. Forget the troubled years ; 
Let Faith and Hope their voices raise. 
And in the might of yon fair skies 
To life's high call, soul-braced, arise. 
Be thine to seek His smile alone. 

His light to cheer thy ways ; 
Thy joy to know of duty done, 

Amid life's darkest days ; 
And thine will be a bliss untold. 
Although the world be cold. 



THE MILLER'S PAST. 

The sun, heaven's silent voice of love, 

Eose from the lap of night. 
And starry worlds their watch resigned, 

And hid in realms of light. 
The earth awoke, and woodlands gave 

A voice from every spray ; 
And flowers their incense scattered round, 

And blest the new-born day. 
Through rocky dell and whispering glade 

The brooklet sped its way. 
With lilies sleeping on its breast, 

Eocked by its wavy play. 
Here eddying round, there wooing rest, 

Or wild with brawling strife. 
It sang the medley of man's days, 

The smiles and frowns of life. 

Among the bending willow trees 

Peered out the village mill. 
The wonder of the school-boy's life. 

The baffler of his skill ; 
Where wheel and stone roared 'mid their toil. 

Floors shook from wall to wall. 

And belt and band in endless round 

Obeyed the water's call. 
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The miller in his hodden-gray 

Was resting on the door, 
And idly looking o'er the sward 

That lay his mill before ; 
The romping children on the green 

Cheered up his face of care, 
As merry shouts with ebb and flow 

Came streaming through the air. 

He loving watched the happy groups, 

Time's heirs to life's stem race. 
And read the lightness of their hearts 

Prom the sunshine in each face. 
The world receded from his gaze, 

The care and strife of men. 
And thought turned back the wheel of time, 

And made him boy again ! 
Life's morning sheen, its mirth and joys, 

With hope's celestial all, 
Came crowding through the golden gates 

Of memory's magic hall. 

" A race, a race ! " he thinks he hears, 

He dares to test his power 
To play the man, and win the post 

Of hero for an hour. 
'Tis round the old oak tree and back, 

The brook to leap each way, — 
The fear of many a boyish heart. 

That pants to win the day. 
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Away they start ! He bounds ahead 

In brave and gallant style, 
And proudly wins his wished-for prize — 

A little maiden's smile ! 



His sunny mom climbs on toward noon, 

He hears life's battle-cry. 
And proudly scans its fight sublime 

With eager, kindling eye. 
He sees some catch life's morning tide. 

Bound prosperous on their way, 
'Mid friendly gales and sun-lit waves, 

Their life one summer day ; 
Some backward hurled in stern despair. 

Unheard, sink 'neath its roar. 
While all their toil, a battered wreck. 

Lies stranded on the shore ; 
And many a soul with genius fired 

Beneath death's sway hath bowed. 
And others, like the rain at sea, 

Are lost in life's vast crowd. 

Now on his lip creeps manhood's badge, 

While life's fast opening prime 
Claims hopes and aims of nobler birth 

Than childhood's happy time. 
But in his breast his school-boy love 

Still ripens as he grows. 
And wins at last a maiden's heart. 

The lovely village rose. 
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"They twain — one flesh," Heaven's blissful blend, 

With raptured hearts they own ; 
The little maid's a woman now, 

And lives for him alone. 

Then round his hearth, lit up with glee. 

Three merry children play, 
While love and manly honest toil 

Bid strife and want away. 
No weary round he counts his lot. 

Eve and sweet rest will come. 
Nor, wandering, seeks for borrowed joys, 

His heaven on earth — his home ! 
But slumbering seas oft cradle storms, 

And flowers unope'd may die. 
And rosy mom may sink at eve 

Beneath a weeping sky. 
So wakes his sun-flaked sea to wrath, 

He feels affiction's wave. 
And hides three little coflSns deep 

Beside a mother's grave. 

The spell of thought is broken now. 

He wakes from memory's sway, 
And sees the cairns of buried loves 

Far down life's rugged way ; 
And feels the loneness of his heart 

Amid the joys around, 
Nor hears an echo in his breast 

To all the merry sound. 
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Still up and down and round about 

The merry children ply, 
While from the scene the miller turns 

With sad and glistening eye, 
And breathes a prayer on their behalf 

Unto his fathers' God, 
For love to bless their checkered way, 

Or grace to bear the rod. 
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TO SPRING. 

'Tis spriDg, and waking earth, 
Eemembering her dear voice, 
Leaps into life, and through her halls 

The birds rejoice ; 
Nor sing in vain. No voice is lost, 
Sung truly 'mid the singing host ; 
And the meanest son of the poet train 
Through the years his song will hear again. 

As tides creep to the shore. 
And 'neath their shielding breast. 
Like mother's love to erring child. 

Hide all the waste ; 
While sunflakes o'er them dance afar. 
Like fragments of some broken star, 
And the listening earth hears proud ocean's roar, 
Like the voice of Grod, thunder on the shore ; 

So life with broadening might 

Her leafy kingdom rears 

O'er crag and rifted Ben, and hides 

Their hoary years ; 

And sheds o'er ages far away 

The ruddy bloom of yesterday. 

And the brave old hills in their garments green 

Twine their hoary locks with life's youthful sheen. 
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The scraggy thorn, entranced, 
Hails Spring's soft wooing ways, 
And as a bride with heart all pure 

Herself arrays, 
As goodness in some rugged soul 
Leaps out to bless, as fire from coal, 
While the heartless judge from the outward crust 
In a crash of shame cowers in the dust. 

Earth's censers opening round. 
Perfume the gleesome air. 
As ransomed souls, now heirs of love. 

Rejoice in prayer. 
See brothers' wrongs and sisters' needs. 
And rouse their thoughts to flash to deeds, 
And in giving get such all-glorious things 
As bright angels earn from the King of kings. 

Has man, God's last-bom son. 
No gift, no song of love, — 
No voice of hope 'mid his dark now 

Of light above ? 
Can flowers leap from stern Winter's hand, 
And he despair and hopeless stand. 
While the freed earth sings of her winter past, 
And her longed-for summer come at last. 
And her altars groan with the free-gift load 
Which her glad heart lays at the feet of God ? 

Around a soul of love 

Looks from earth's flowers. The wild 
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Huzza from wood and monntain crag 

Eternal piled, 
In trumpet voice, a victor's roll. 
Proclaims their joy and thrills my soul, 
As the shout of a resurrection birth 
Voices the winds as they girdle the earth. 

Yet these of time ! To-day 
Sees Winter on them wait. 
But Heaven's lost Eden's son sees death. 

Life's opening gate ; 
When all those chains of binding clay 
The ransomed soul will cast away. 
And the bounds of space be her glorious home, 
And earth's mysteries lie as an open tome. 

Then raise thy voice, high-priest 
At Nature's altar-throne, 
Bring gifts of faith, of love, and hope, — 

Thy gifts alone ! 
For thine 's the higher praise, for thou. 
As son, in conscious love, canst bow ; 
no outcast thou in a world so fair. 
For thy home's not here, nor thy life but air. 



REPLY TO MARRIAGE CARDS. 

Dear trustie frien', I hardly ken 
How best to guide my willin* pen 

To pin my thoughts on paper ; 
They come sae joltin', rough an' ready, 
I canna keep the train quite steady 

Amid their stormy caper ; 
For while ane's glidin' down my quill, 
A brither-band, a page wad fill. 

Gang dancin' through my brain, 
An' deave my lugs, wi' wiles me tease. 
Like hungry cousins round M.P.'s, 

Some dainty post to gain ; 
But if love fires my broken thought. 

You'll thole my rugged rhyme ; 
For he wha loves is twice a man, 

A star for starless time. 

You're married now ! Well, I'm no' clear 
To gie a smile or drap a tear 
At your leg-tethered state ; 
It may be bliss, it may be wae, 
Frae this unto your dying day, — 

An awf u' time to wait ! 
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Yet dark and snell's the bacli'lor's lot, 

In self his saul is buried ; 
I dinna ken a state mair drear, 

Unless it be the married. 

Just make the best o't, play the man ; 
Keep up the game old Ad* began. 

For this is Heaven's decree ; 
And glad " we wills " the ages prove, 
For mankind fa' as glib to love 

As bums rin to the sea ; 
For ere the beard creeps ower our chin. 
The stounds o' love mak' sic a din 

As thrill us to the core ; 
An' for a while we hardly ken 
We're still amang the strife 0' men, 

Or some bliss-haunted shore ; 
Till Session fees and Sunday "cries," 

An' " startin' house " expenses. 
And is she ether or an eel. 

Bring back our wandering senses. 

May heaven's saft dews fa' on your head, 
An' friendships gem the path you tread, 

Frae want and worry free ; 
Your wife be mair than wealth untold, 
Her smile mair dear than earth's fine gold, 

Her life's proud joy in thee. 
And be the magnet o' your soul. 

The sunshine o' your sky. 
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Your dearer self in finer mould, 

Your treasure from on high. 
But the brightest summer mom, 

In dewy spangles dressed, 
At eve may lower, be tempest-torn,' 

And dark clouds drape the west, 
While ruthless o'er the mourning scene 

The maddened storm careers. 
As if the angry heavens enjoyed 

All Nature wet with tears. 
Yet every wave that beats our bark, 

In sailing life's rough main, 
Is driven by the breath of love, 

For our eternal gain. 

And should a wee bit angry word 
Drap frae that blythesome bonnie bird 

Wha shares your cosie nest. 
E'en dinna think your lot severe. 
It's just the way wi' women dear. 

As married lives attest ; 
They're bubblin' ower wi' routh o' talk, 

They tease without a thought. 
Like some light shower on summer days. 

And then it's a' forgot. 
'Tis half the bliss o' married life, 

A wee bit wordie spree ; 
It stirs the blood and sly breaks up 

Love's sweet monotony ; 
For contrasts add a zest to joy. 

And shed it in new light ; 
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The shades relieve it, as the day 

Is brighter for the night. 
And when your wee bit battle's bye, 
The first sharp word, the first low sigh. 

That wounds like poisoned spears, 
You'll press her closer to your breast. 
An' look in love on heaven's bequest. 

And kiss away her tears. 
An' mair than a', — this angry cloud 

Is rich wi' showers o' blessing; 
For as you win her back to smiles, 

Your courtship's still progressing ; 
For bearing wi' each ither's faults, 

As doubt na' they will come, 
Peace will be thine, an' love will make 

An Eden o' your home. 

And should kind Providence confer 
A bairn or twa to mak' a stir, 

An' toddle round your knee. 
May blessings mingle wi' the care, 
Young holy love your heart to cheer, 

Wi' a' its sinless glee. 
The weary years will fail to mar 
Your brow sae brent, wi' fretfu' scar, — 

There's bliss the bairns among. 
For in their joy you age beguile. 
An' baffle wrinkles wi' a smile, 

Wi' heart aye fresh an' young. 
Your joys lie round your ingle neuk. 

Its smiles maun smooth life's care ; 
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There gather strength an' brace thy sanl 
For a' you're called to bear. 

Bright be thy day, — far off the hour 
That first will blight thy happy bower, 

An' cloud thy breast with sorrow ; 
But may each season have a charm, 
Each day, affection leal an' warm, 

An' brighter each to-morrow ; 
And when life's setting sun descends. 

An' tips its western line. 
Your heart may bless the happy day 

You called your * * * thine. 




TO THE TWEED AT COLDSTREAM. 

I CANNOT turn, Tweed, from thee, 

I lingering look behind ; 
Yet all have sunk into the past 

That link thee to my mind ; 
For what hath time now left to me 
But memories of love and thee ? 

Thy waters roll as proudly now 

As when I was a boy, 
And still unchanged thy sunlit scenes 

That gave my life its joy ; 
I see along thy winding shore 
The dear old spots just as of yore. 

But where are they who played with me. 

Who made this holy ground. 
Whose names are whispered by the breeze, 

And echoed all around ? 
I hear their voices rise to-day 
Like angel music far away. 

And they who taught my troubled soul, 

'Mid doubt's overwhelming strife, 

To feel not time, nor yet the grave, 

The omega of life ? 
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from yon cloud-land let them rise, 
And bless me *mid my tear-dimmed eyes. 

Thy silver willows swinging still, 

In cadence to thy song, 
Press amorous kisses on thy waves. 

As swift they glide along ; 
While down beneath their shadows rest 
A softer forest in thy breast. 

How strange, Tweed, thy magic power 

Fills all around with friends. 
And ties long snapped by widening years 

Eejoin their broken ends ; 
The past returns, and on thy shore 
My childhood days I live once more ; 

For, looking on thy sunny waves. 
All wrapped in flickering gold, 

1 throw away the rust of years, 

And feel not that I'm old ; 
And long-lost joys each spot invest. 
And clothe all in a golden mist. 

Hope smiled on sunny waters then. 

With rapture in her eye, 
And all around, where'er I turned, 

A glorious earth and sky. 
And life was wreathed in gorgeous beams. 
Yet pure as holy angels' dreams. 
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The dews of life's young morning fell 
So soft on Hope's young root, 

That none e'er dreamed such promise fair 
Would yield such bitter fruit, 

Or prove our lives a chess-board game, 

Victor or vanquished all the same ! 

life ! vanished years and dreams ! 

Where heaven, were you to last ? 
Your loves were blessed angel-guests. 

And these, Tweed, are past ; 
And in dear memory's hallowed land 
They move a silent shadow-band. 

Away regret ! Life has a goal, 

A purpose and a prize, — 
Love welling put to guilt or woe, 

Love quickened from the skies, 
Living for men, easing their load, 
Leading their footsteps on to God ! 



THE DEATH OF ADAM. 
An Eastern Legend. 

When Adam, mortal son of God, 

Yet child of heaven's life-breath, 
Lay down to meet sin's bitter bond 

And learn the mystery — death ! 
A weeping world stood round his bed, 

And awe-struck watched the strife. 
While broken sighs and struggling prayers 

All pled for that dear life. 

A long, slow gaze he passed around, 

And then in accents low 
He whispered, " Seth, my best loved son, 

This . . . last ... quickly go 
And climb the holy mount of God, 

And beck the angel nigh. 
And ask a fruit from the tree of life. 

That I may not yet die ! " 

Then love lent speed to Seth's light foot. 

And soon at Eden's gate 
He stood, and pled for that life fruit 

Before it be too late. 
The angel heard, and read his woe. 

Then tenderly he said : — 
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" Eternal life dwells not on earth, 
But take this twig instead ; 

"lis broken from the tree of life, 
'Twill bid his spirit cheer ; 

Hope lives within its leafy form, 
Haste ! haste ! his hour is near." 

The dying man the twiglet took, 

A smile his pale face wore : 
« It fragrance has of Paradise, 

And death is death no more ! " 
Enrapt, he upward gazed, nor felt 

Death's cold and beating spray ; 
One low, soft sigh, and that tried soul 

Had entered into day. 

The sacred dust was laid to rest 

Near Abel's narrow b^d ; 
But Seth the symbol twiglet took 

And planted at its head. 
It grew, and 'neath its ample shade 

The generations came, 
And whispered hopes when fruit it bore, 

'Twould make death but a name. 
Then ages brought the longed-for hour 

For which the good had sighed ; 
For on its arms the Lord of Life 

Bowed His pale face and died ! 



WRITTEN ON A SUMMER MORNING. 

Young mom leaps frae night's drowsy arms, 
And wreathes her brow wi' light's proud charms, 

And wakes the sleeping lands ; 
While on hoar Bens and oceans wide, 
Wi' silent glens where brooklets hide, 

Day lays his golden hands. 
The bickerin* burn 'mid flickerin' gold 

Rins laughin' to the sea, 
An' feathery ferns their shadows kiss 

In pools where minnows play ; 
And aye they sing to mortal ear 

A sang o' hope an' trust, 
That bids the troubled soul take cheer, 
An' look up frae the dust. 
Life spreading and shedding 

New gifts on every han*, 
Declares still God cares still 
For faithless struggling man. 

His lovely thoughts burst out in flowers,* 
His fruitful thoughts in summer showers. 

And silent pearly dew ; 
His bounteous thoughts in fruit-tree store, 

* Suggested by a passage in one of Dr, J. R. MacdufTs works. 
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And grain that glads man's thrashing-floor, 

And fills his bams anew ; 
His thoughts sublime in regions wild, 
And rocks and crags in grandeur piled, 

Holding converse with heaven ; 
His darker thoughts on foam-lashed shore. 
The pestilence, the tempest's roar. 

And rocks by earthquake riven, — 
These speak His glory in a tongue 
Nor men nor angels ever sung, — 

His might blent with His care, 
Till jewelled earth — footstool of God — 
Sends grateful love through field and flood, 

As one long joyous prayer. 
But fretting man hears no glad sound, 

Sees no high altars rise, 
Scorns all as but a treadmill round, 

An* life a worthless prize. 

'Mid mumblings and grumblings, 

He seeks the weeds to find. 
But daisies he razes 

Baith frae his path and mind. 

No rival glories rend the throng, 
No envy, pride, unsoul their song, 

And earth's sweet worship mar ; 
They seek but this, their Father's smile, 
They glory in their holy toil. 

And being what they are. 
grateful earth ! sweet content ! 
Glad in the bliss, thy God hath sent, — 
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To-morrow, Ifis to heed ; 
Your lowly children in the glade 
Look up to Him through leafy shade, 

And find the all they need. 
And joys that nestle in my breast 

Come welling up in song, 
For summer's pinned ten thousand flowers 

Old earth's green robes along, 
And birds sing back her joyous mood, 

The brooks their banks caress, 
While sullen tarns forget their frowns 
And don a summer dress. 
No sadness, — all's gladness. 

Old winter is forgot ; 
'Neath blessing's caressings 
They grasp their present lot. 

The light lies round, a golden swath, 

A bit o' heaven across my path, 

A' things are glorified ! 

love ! let me but rise to thee, 

An' Nature's soul but breathe on me. 

And I am satisfied ; 

The flowers will sing their silent songs 

To earthly ears unsung. 

And through His servants waiting round. 

My God will find a tongue ! 

Rejoicing an' voicing 

To measure of their might. 

Some phase of, some rays of 

The great Eternal Light ! 
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Look up to rise, look down to raise, 
Let helpfu' love light a' our ways. 

Give our best being play ; 
March to the music that we hear 
Sung by sweet Nature in our ear, 

And learn its rousin' lay. 
God smiles in yonder sunny skies, 

Christ looks through erring man ; 
Let our nobility arise 

Prom doing what we can. 
Let's smooth the roads that mak' men rise 

Till right is easy done ; 
An* through the slums o' dark despair 

Let love's swift footsteps run. 
God's image is not a' defaced 

Though sin has on it trod ; 
Each harp has yet an unsnapped string 

That waits the touch of God. 
Let's prize then, and rise then, 

Be not our chance refused. 
To lend still a hand still. 
An' be the finger used. 



MY FISHING-ROD'S PETITION TO ANGLE 
IN RECENTLY PRESERVED WATERS, 

MAISTER, hear my tearf u' prayer, 
An' let me sniflE the caller air ! 
to yon wimplin bum repair, 

For sair I lang 
To see the feathery breckans there, 

An* hear its sang. 

You mind the Tweed ? Auld Scotia's stream ! 
In glory clad like painter's dream, 
Beneath the blushing summer's beam, 

A heaven to me ! 
when I breathe its vera name. 

Tears fill my e'e ! 

Alang its shores, where haughs an' braes, 
Wi' flowery weeds a' in a blaze. 
Stand watchin' a' its kingly ways. 

We aft hae strayed. 
An' sung o' hopes an' happy days. 

That now are dead. 

Hae ye forgot auld Hoggie's cairn. 

The fear o' mither, sire, an' bairn, 
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Where ance ye uearly met your fairin' ? 

Yet, spite o' a', 
There wad ye creep, a' danger darin', 

To hae a " thraw." 

We baith were young an' souple then, 
An' splendid casts o' line I'd sen', 
An' when ye hooked, wad primely ben', 

I lo'ed my lore. 
An' proudly brought, as ye weel ken. 

The prize ashore. 

But when some trout frae shady neuk 
My bobbin' lure but shyly took, 
An' strugglin' wildly wi' the hook, 

It clean afiE slipt, 
I've sorrowed at your waefu' look. 

An' maist hae wept. 

An' fancy bids before mine eyes 
The Point, the Craw, the Annas rise, 
Wi' Peter's cliffs fronting the skies, 

A' crowned wi' trees. 
And on the wave in temptin' guise. 

My bonnie flees. 

An' a' your cronies f u' o' glee, 
Wi' love the light o' every e'e. 
As blythe as larks ; though, wae's o' me. 

Neglected lessons 
Brought to their loofs, for lo'e o' me. 

The cane's fell blessin's. 
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I see them a' ! Your ain queer ways, 
Your guddlin' in the Leet for days, 
For f airlies made ane stand an' gaze ; 

An' then, your mither, 
Her patience at your dreepin' claes 

Lost a' thegither. 

But now ! — a-weel, I need na min', 
My weary sun courts his decline, 
An' ower life's past I maun na pine, 

For through my day 
I sought to meet the plummet line ; 

Can you like say ? 

tak' me out, and down yon glen, 
The haunt o' coot an' water-hen ; 
You need na fear, for wha wad ken ? 

I'd gie my aith 
The mirk her wings wad deftly sten'. 

To hide us baith. 



Just frae the sawmill's mossy wa's, 
(Whare Archie's nag, wi' iron jaws, 
The forest children grimly gnaws), 

Down to the sea, 
E'en that wad be, though few the " thraws, 

Enough for me ! 
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You winna ? Hech ! I've seen the day 
You could na thole to bide away 
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Frae pnllin' out, 'mid silvery spray, 

The spreckled trout. 
An' lan'lord's claims like worthless strae 

You'd tossed about ! 

whare has a' your mettle fled ? 

Are Tweedside spunk an' " han's-afiE " dead ? 
Wi' vera shame I bow my head, 
My grief's a load, 

1 wail 'mid tears, scom-bumin' shed, 

My I-chabod ! 

I'd swear, — ^in Gaelic if I could, 

A wild rampage might do me good ; 

I shake wi' rage ! On fire my blood 

Is spinnin' round ! 
Stand aff, or, by our Border code. 

You'll bite the ground ! 

Sirs ! will our gentry never learn. 
Or can they no' the sky discern ? 
Their reelin' up a fearfu' pirn 

For comin' years ; 
When right will raze their cogglie cairn 

About their ears ! 

were I near the Caul-slap's sound, 
Ae lang, last look I'd gie around. 
Then frae the warld wi' joyous bound 

I'd seek the wave, 
An' sweet my slumber wad be found 

Wi' Tweed my grave ! 



CAPTAIN STRACHAN. 

The ship lay on her beams, 

The storm-gods battled there, 
And death howled 'mid the roar, 

And mocked man's wild despair. 
The gallant Captain stood 

Amid the pelting spray, 
And near him, in his woe, 

A little stowaway. 

He turned and kindly said, 

" You swim, my little man ? " 
'' No, sir ! "— " Then here's my belt, 

'Twill save you, boy, — I can." 
The ship goes down ! they leap 

Into the maddened wave ; 
The land-waif wins the shore. 

That noble heart, — a grave ! 

Weep for the glorious dead ! 

Men, rouse your souls to share 
The brother-love that fired 

That godlike death to dare ! 
Such deeds sublime the race 

'Mid all life's selfish chains ; 
Britons ! heir his soul, 

His hlood runs in your veins. 
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TO MR. WILLIAM ROBSON, 
PALLINSBURN. 

Dear brither o' the rhymin' tribe, 
Your lines I praise no' as a bribe, 

Your wee self-love to please ; 
They breathe the breath o' sunny skies, 
The blush o' mornin' in them lies, 

And voices o' the breeze. 
The bumie's sang lilts in your rhymes, 
The insects' hum blends in their chimes, 

While from the spray-beat shore, 
Wi' startled ear an' heart o' pain, 
You catch the moanin' o' the main. 

An' thy deep questionin's pour : 
Then come sweet strokes o' happy thought, 

An' touches sly o' fun, 
Wi' golden truth an' love inwrought, 

An' scorn at base things done. 

Proud independence ye ha'e crowned, 
The noblest light in manhood found, 

An' debt you loathin' spurn ; 
For thus enthralled, a man's a slave, 
A social drag, or waur — a knave. 

That mak's our scomin' burn. 
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For wealth you ha'e your manly word, 
Its ready aids claim your regard, — 

Its station's hard to fill ; 
Its owners are^ but brither men, 
Had we their post, I dinna ken 

We'd play our part as weel. 
An' sweetly 'mid life's misty hours 

You chant your hopef u' lay. 
And nerve the soul to baffle care 

In winter's snellest day. 

For outcast man or sister's fall, 

For age and want, an' pain's fell thrall. 

Your brither feelin's flow ; 
Then homely joys o' country life. 
The fruitfu' soil, the lovers' strife, 

Mak' a' your verses glow. 
The vera gulls on Askew's pond 

Ha'e won your eye an' heart. 
Till in the joy that thrills their breast 

Your ain has found a part. 
I know thy bliss. Dumb Nature's joys 

Ha'e oft ensouled my own. 
An' through their shouts — ^their service-song — 

I've nearer felt God's throne ! 
Unconscious worship fires their joy. 

They pour their little all ; 
Their every voice hath ear from Him 

Who marks a sparrow's fall. 
Let Nature still your soul inspire, 

Smile in Spring's flowery charms. 
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Live in proud Summer's glorious strength, 
And shout in Winter's storms. 

gentle Nature ! dear old earth ! 
Thou silent author of our birth, 

How through life's fitful way 
Thy mother-voice has bid us cheer, 
An' whispered hope an' banished fear 

Through many a cloudy day ; 
TUl our roused souls their being lent. 
An' a' their powers wi' thee were blent. 

Till night and rain and storm 
Were ministers that showered us bliss, 
(Though rough at times their wild caress). 

An' gied our souls a charm. 
An' when our life shall see its close. 

Then gently on thy breast. 
Like weary child, wi' droopin' head, 

We'll lay oursel's to rest. 

The critics hedge us round gey sair. 
That mak' us aften maist despair ; 

While our heart's lippin fu' 
-Wi' cheerie words for auld an' young, 
Just waitin' to be bravely sung. 

They slap us ower the mou'. 
An' taunt, " Ye canna soar like Burns, 

Wi' Browning climb the stars, 
As Alfred pour thought thrice distilled, 

Or as Scott sing o' wars." 
We can but sing just as we may. 
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As daisies daisies blaw, 
Earth's call demands a' to their best 
As Heaven's eternal law. 

I aft forget, and think, wae's me ! 
That men are baimies round my knee. 

An' dinna ken life's game, — 
The path where glorious duty leads, 
The strife that cries for generous deeds. 

An' I maun sing the same. 
The teacher rins through a' my say, 

I think I a' things ken, 
Forgettin' in my school-life bounds 

The world is f u' o' men ; 
Then pardon where the teacher's seen, 

My weaknesses forgi'e ; 
The best o' men are men at best. 

What then are likes o' me ? 

Task high your soul ! Court still the Muse ; 
Though fickle aft, she won't refuse, 

Where'er your fancy turns ; 
She aiblins may high wing your flight. 
Until she land you snug and tight, 

Clean cheek by jole wi' Bums ! 



THE CLOSE O' THE DAY. 

When toil's dusty battle is sinking to slumber, 

And night's stany mantle fa's saf t round our way, 
then there are loves whispering joys without 
number, 

That make us aye lang for the close o' the day. 
See yon happy maid 'neath the auld oak reclining, 

Sweet love lights her e'e wi' its ain watchin' ray ; 
She's bidding the sun in her joy haste declining. 

For mirk brings her jo at the close o' the day. 

And man, weary man, at his heir-loom aye toiling, 

Hard strugglin' for bread wi' the curse-smitten 
clay, 
Eegrets not the trail o' the night the day spoiling. 

For it whispers o* rest at the close o' the day. 
Bound yon cosy hearth, where the bright fire is flaring, 

An' wee rosy laddies are tumblin' in play. 
Swift hands an' true hearts sunny joys are preparing, 

For " da " will be hame at the close o' the day. 

Near yon field o' danger a soldier is pacing. 
And dreamin' o' love in a land far away. 

While down for the dead briny tears are swift racing, 
And he langs for sweet peace at the close o' the 

day. 
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To yon setting sun wi' its vestments o' glory 

A saint tnms his eye wi' his locks thin and gray, 

For years have tolled out the long rhymes o' life's 
story, 
And he kens o* a hame at the close o* the day. 



BY PROXY. 

Thus spoke De Vane in festive hall, 
" Life's joys are ours, we'll own their call. 
Our duties . . . well ... I do mine all 

By proxy. 

" With bounteous hand I feed the poor. 
The wanderer's prayers still bless my door, 
I'll be the same for evermore, 

By proxy. 

** Religion's voice I hear, obey, 
And heaven is near on Sabbath-day ; 
In church I weep and earnest pray, 

By proxy. 

"To Christian calls I fling my gold, 
For waifs and worse I dare be bold, 
For mercy's sway I tower high-souled. 

By proxy. 

" The drunkard in his wretchedness, 
And hearts where want and sickness press, 
I rescue, feed and soothe and bless, 

By proxy. 
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" I wipe away the widow's tears, 
And claim as mine the orphan's fears, 
And gladden life's declining years, 

By projy. 

" Where tyrants man's proud rights dethrone, 
Fair Freedom's cause I make mine own, 
And 'neath her flag I've hoary grown. 

By proxy. 

" And should Eed Treason raise her cry, 
And burning towns make blush the sky. 
For fatherland I'd proudly die, 

By proxy." 

Then sternly through the applauding room 
A voice rang out this awful doom, — 
Appalled, none heard its thundering boom 

By proxy : — 

" Thy life's high crown away thou'st given ; 
When from earth's feast thy soul is riven, 
With wild surprise you'll enter heaven 

By proxy ! " 



THE CLOSE OF A LECTURE ON " THE 

BA TTLE OF LIFE:' 

Hail, iron toil and tramp of men, 

The march of growing life, 
The thunder-shout from thousand tongues 

Of labour's brawny strife, 
Telling the years of brave feats done, 
• And nobler reapings to be won. 

The past looks from its grave, and joys 

To see our furthering hand ; 
The future leans upon our might, 

Its triumphs to command ; 
One chain links all from Eden's gates, 
And age on age expectant waits. 

Think you, ye blind, each day is past 

When sinks its setting sun ? 
YouVe lent it your eternal might, 

Its living's but begun ! 
'Twill meet you as your friend or foe, 
With God above and man below. 

The world lies at the brave man's foot, 

Wealth slumbers in his hand, 

Then thine's to win thy place on earth. 

Where thou hast right to stand ; 
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Or sink, ye slaves, beneath our feet. 
Sink as the mire that fouls the street ; 
For life is action ! Looking on 
Is but the being of a stone. 

Where, what thy bounds ? An hour may give 

Thee might almost divine ; 
As tiny spark the blast explodes 

And rends the flinty mine, 
So in thy breast may lurk some flame. 
And deathless glory crown thy name. 

Break up the soil, bid wastes rejoice. 

The stubborn iron bend, 
Eansack the forest, field, and flood. 

And all thy realms extend ; 
Let mines unlock their secret store. 

Rear fanes to greet the sun. 
And clothe the seas with winged fleets, 

And bind the earth in one ; 
Then brotherhood from love's high throne 
Will bless the earth and rule alone ! 
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FATHER AND SON. 

Father. 

O NEVER take a wife, my son, 
She'll winter all your life, my son ; 
My grief you see, then learn of me, 
And flee her chains and strife, my son. 
Girls practise artful smiles, my son. 
With blushes bait their wiles, my son. 
With syren song they snare the strong ; 
Then shun love's dark defiles, my son. 

They'll ope a fount of tears, my son. 

To stir your heart or fears, my son, 

They care not which, if they but reach 

The purpose of long years, my son. 

Each promise is a jest, my son, 

Men's simple hearts to test, my son ; 

They smile and weep, yet sharply keep 

An eye on what tells best, my son. 

Then from their trammels flee, my son. 

The cunning serpent see, my son, 

Their fetters spurn with pride and scorn, 

And stand for ever free, my son. 
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Son. 

But listen now to me, old boy, 

With other eyes I see, old boy ; 

Their rosy lips, inviting sips. 

Make all your logic flee, old boy. 

And then their voices sweet, old boy, 

Their dainty tripping feet, old boy, 

And winning ways, send up a blaze 

That fires me through and through, old boy. 

Their smiles are sunny beams, old boy. 
They glad my very dreams, old boy. 
And when I wake, 'gain for their sake 
I'd bathe in slumber's streams, old boy. 
Amid life's giddy whirls, old boy. 
Fate gives us desperate dirls, old boy ; 
Where such repose to heal such blows, 
As we get from the girls, old boy ? 
I cannot all things scan, old boy. 
For that is not in man, old boy ; 
Like hand and glove we fit in love. 
And surely here is plan, old boy. 

I see your pleasure's small, old boy, 
You're 'neath a tyrant's thrall, old boy, 
But for the brass you took the lass, 
And that's the key to't all, old boy. 
I'm tired of mother too, old boy, 
I'll seek my other doo, old boy ; 
Just o'er the way lives Mary Gray, 
I'll cease to bother you, old boy. 



i8o FATHER AND SON. 

Her smile is bliss to me, old boy, 
Its light makes dark self flee, old boy, 
And heaven is near when through her tear 
From some base thought I'm free, old boy. 
Though clouds may on us fall, old boy. 
We'll bravely conquer all, old boy, 
And though some strife may cross our life, 
Still love will sweeten all, old boy. 
Away the tale you Ve told, .old boy, 
'lis soulless, false, and cold, old boy ; 
Sweet Mary Gray will bless my day, 
And that is more than gold, old boy. 



TO MR. W. G. 

(with some verses on geology), asking his 
company to a lecture at queensferry. 

Dear G., a rhyme I now enclose, 
On some queer tales our times impose 

Upon our questioning faith ; 
You'll scratch your pow, read, stand an' glour, 
An* turn the gruesome f airlies ower, 

An' hand your pent-up braith ; 
An' think what f angniangs, now-o'-days, 
Come crushin' through our auld douce ways, 

Drummed in by tawse an' carritch, — 
Things learned in trustfu' days o' youth. 
When as to doubtin' o' their truth. 

We'd sooner doubt our parrftch. 
But years ha'e broadened faith an' thought. 

Theirs higher still to do ; 
Though love and light ha'e grandly fought, 

Life's plan's but half seen through. 
We ia'e na a' God's counsel learned, 

Nor has His last been spoken ; 
Our misty sel's we've dim discerned. 

Through mirrors dark or broken. 
If what I see in radiance bright 

Is diflFerent seen by others, 
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My view is bettered pltis the light 
That's shining in my brother'a 
For God is truth ! His Being's law 

Rolls through time's hurrying days ; 
That spark divine is kin to a' 
That fills the angel's lays. 
A birth yet to earth yet 

The growing years awaits ; 
A light still to right still, 

Frae out heaven's jasper gates. 

The light we ha'e we'll guard wi' care, 
The auld revere, nor rashly dare 

To hurl its voice aside 
For dreams, maybe, o' reckless men 
Wha bauldly speak beyond their ken, 

PuflFed up wi' mental pride. 
On sandy founds they build ahead, 

Unbuttressed, widenin' roun', 
Nor see their piles a pyramid 

Built fairly upside down. 
Then as the growing ages move. 
Truth comes an' gi'es their bing a shove, 

An' then wi' snaw-slip's speed 
It rocks beneath Truth's conquerin' might, 
Then leaps into the arms o' night. 

An' hides its broken head ; 
While down into that limbo-void 

Where mud-brain castles fa'. 
Swift in a maelstrom dark, unbuoyed, 

Sink builders, frien's, an' a'. 
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'Mid mournin' an' scornin', 
An' waur, the witlin's laugh, 

Not blind now, they find now, 
Their wreck, their epitaph. 

Yet Truth tak's a' men's fads an' whims. 
And on their ruins brawly climbs, 

An's bettered by them a' ; 
Their shattered bulwarks speak its might. 
It stronger springs frae every fight, 

Though martyrs round it fa'. 
High cheer then, a' ye sons o' Truth, 

Your pole-star gems your sky ; 
Though whiles your path is fu' o' ruth. 
Your cause can never die. 
Prolong then your song then. 

For freedom's cause you fight ; 
The future's your creature. 
To banish back old night. 

Now for my 'quest. As to this e'en 
I'm 'Ferry bound, join me, my frien', 

To hear o' truths lang blinkit, 
0' monsters grim, and saurians lang. 
That weel might grace a " Shanter's " sang, 

If we had brain to clink it. 
We'll hear that mind's a boundless power, 

Stupendous, right directed ; 
An' see, hech, sirs, 'mang dust an' stour, 

Auld mother-earth dissected ; 
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An' irhe the records graved on rock, 

A Sinai-written page, 
An* though it may " my lady " shock, 
We'll try to spell her age. 

We'll climb then, sublime then, 

Alang the awful past. 
Through eons of beings. 
To "fifty-nine at last. 

At half-past five, if no' before, 

You'll hear my kenned tirl at your door. 

To claim your company down ; 
We'll leave behind this weary warl', 
Where dugs an' politicians snarl, 

An' talk on beauties roun' ; 
The sea will shout its glorious song, 

The winds our souls will cheer ; 
The guardian stars heaven's courts will throng. 

An' jokes pale ghosts will scare. 
But mind, my lad, your nether shanks 

Than mine gang meikle faster ; 
Five miles an' hour, or sic like pranks. 
My stumpies canna master. 
But startin' for certain. 

As noted in my rhyme, 
We'll peg on an' leg on. 
An' land in lots o' time. 



THE LITTLE GIRL AND THE SUN. 

" WHY do you smile, you dear old sun ? " 

A girl cried in her glee, 
" Though wild angry clouds try to hide thy face, 

You smile when past they flee. 
The blythe morning lark you get up to hear. 

When glittering run the rills ; 
At eve, then, to hear the sweet nightingale, 

You hide behind the hills." 

" What else can I do," said the glad, glad sun, 

" But smile on all around ? 
For voices of love and a shout of joy 

In everything are found. 
The rills ripple like living streams of light, 

The earth looks young and fair ; . 
Her robes are all flowered by bright Summer's hands, 

And lilies grace her hair. 

** The birds tell their loves in a flood of song. 

Their mates tend nests in the trees ; 
The cloudlets have bathed in a fount of gold, 

And seas shout to the breeze. 
The world is enthrilled with a grateful soul. 

The listening hear its voice, 

And the heart that loves with a holy love, 

Must in its joy rejoice." 
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The sun looking down thus earth's gladness saw, 

In blest forgetfulness, 
That earth's proudest store, with her voice of song 

And glory, all were his ! 
Can man not thus rise to forget his share 

In aught that's good around ; 
And let, in the light of this nobler life, 

His purest joy be found ? 



EXTRACT FROM A LETTER TO MR. y. D. 

(Written during a Stormy Night.) 

• • • • • 

In sic a night I weel may prize 
My ingle neuk, an' sympathise 

Wi' those whase bitter lot 
Is wed to poverty an' care, 
An' idle hands an' cupboard bare, 

An' by the world forgot. 
Where'er we gaze o'er life's wild tide, 

Sic contrasts meet our e'e 
As ding our faith a'maist aside. 
To doubt if God there be. 
Or sadly or madly, 

When darker thought prevail, 
Declare oft, or fear oft, 
A demon guides the hale. 

It needs nae skill or fancy's flight 
'Mid a' time's shams to see the blight 

That's festerin' at earth's core, 
Where might wi' right, an' death wi' life. 
Are grapplin' in a mortal strife, 

And heaven stands back afar, 

Till trampled victims sternly gain 

A tongue o' fire to tell their pain, 
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Through curse, or prayer, or groan. 
Till 'neath the wide expanse o' heaven 
One anguish ciy is wildly riven, 

And thundered at Gk)d's throne. 
It makes the heart despairing sink. 
An' feel that broken is the link 

Of love's triumphant law. 
Till all the groans from earth that rise 
Mount pleading to the listening skies, 

To heal the awful flaw, 
An' cry, " Awake, thou God of Right, 
Hurl back the tide o' lawless might. 

Bid Justice have her sway ; 
Sweep out the lust whose scathin' brand 
Blasts life beneath its iron hand. 

An' tramps us in the clay ; 
An' bid the brothei>love of Christ, 

Scarce known, save in our creeds, 
Arise, and with a god-like might 

Translate itself in deeds." 
For taking and making 

Love give our actions birth. 
Again then, 'mong men then, 
Christ lives and walks on earth. 

Yet deeper voices rise around. 

And prophet tongues are in them found, 

That thrill the listening soul ; 
They speak to man of recompense. 
Of discipline, of faith,- — not sense. 

Nor earth his wretched all ; 
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For were this world, its care an' toil, 

Its pain an' sunless skies, 
Man's only gain, he would recoil, 

And spurn the worthless prize. 
But He who hung the curtained sky 

An' a' its jewels there, 
Wha formed the fragile butterfly. 

Has aye a Father's care ; 
An' to the soul that trusts His love, 

'Mid a' the wreck an' gloom. 
He hangs a star o' hope above 

The midnight o' the tomb ; 
An' ower the storm-lashed sea o' time. 

Where wrath an' ruin roam, 
His arm, outstretched, wi' aids sublime. 

Will bring the frail craft home. 
His love still, above still 

The grasp o' errin' dust. 
Aye wards those and guards those 
Who in His mercy trust. 

Ay, mair, the cries o' want an' wae. 
That wring our hearts the lee-lang day, 

Are tests unto our soul ; 
They put the plumb-line to our love. 
Our better life's full vigour prove. 

And show it sick or whole. 
The weak in me must find their strength. 

The blind receive their sight, 
The deaf — ^the voice of love to hear. 

The ignorant — the light. 
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We get to give. This mighty law 
Is thundered from God's throne ; 
And he is traitor to his trust 

Who lives for self alone. 
Men's countless wants should thrill our souls 

Their abject state to reach, 
For they with thousand tongues of fire 

One awful sermon preach, 
Show Jesus pleading in their cries. 

Him weeping in their tears, 
Him naked 'neath the wintry skies. 
Him trembling in their fears. 
Let's know then, an' show then, 

Whatever their lot may be, 
We feel stUl the appeal still, 
" Ye did it unto Me ! " 

Come back, wild muse, ye rovin' jaud, 
Or else my frien' will think you mad, 

Wi' a' your moral lessons ; 
He kens as weel as you can tell 'im 
The comforts o' a snug wee dwellin', 

An' a' its countless blessin's ; 
In's head an' heart, for high things framed. 

An' in his pawkie e'e. 
Are deeper thoughts than you e'er dreamed, 
Or ye hae wit to see. 

He clasps aye, an' grasps aye, 
Without e'er flash or flurrv, 
The thread o't, the head o't, 
The right end o' the story. 
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Ay, Johnnie, lad, I see it now ; 
Your heart for some ane's in a lowe, 

An' sic scenes your paintin* ! 
Your life a day uncrossed by woes, 
To distant evening's golden close. 

An' a' your ain inventin' ! 
But what if, after a' your care. 
Your dream should end in empty air. 

Your " oastle " tumble down ; 
Or on some distant unloved shore 
You join your wail wi' ocean's roar. 

An' mourn your " Nelly Brown " ? 
Or harder still, to see your flower 

Plucked by another's hand, 
Your hope to vanish in an hour. 

Like water spilt on sand ? 
Awa the thought that sic will cloud 

Where a' your sunshine lies ; 
There's no' a lass but wad be proud 
To grapple sic a prize ! 

Then hasten the occasion. 
An' let the day be named ; 

I'll ail not, an' fail not, 
To hae ye weel " proclaimed. " 



A MOTHER TO HER SOX ON A PERSON 
SNEERING AT HIS POVERTY. 

At, that frcHn him ! an' did yoa feel 

The tear start to yonr e'e ? 
You're young to dree the bumin' snell, 

The brand o' poverty. 
Be brave, my boy ! yonr after-life 

Hangs a' upon yoursel' ; 
Earth's treasures wait the daring hand. 

Drink then frae leamin's rill. 

The sun flings gold o'er mount and sea, 

In light the woods are clad, 
But trotting rills an' wayside flowers 

In Lis dear rays are glad ; 
So you, 'mid life's contending throng, 

May have a lowly lot, 
Yet thou art man, God's last born work, 

And canst not be forgot. 

An' should your life be falsely read, 

Your friendships turn to hate, 

Bo tnio and dare be right, and prove 

You're worth a better fate. 
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The smiles o' some are waur than frowns, 
Their blame your highest praise ; 

Deserve the love o' upright men, 
And scorn the earthling's ways. 

The earth is filled wi' kings o' men. 

Bom in the vale o' time, 
Whose heaven-fired souls ha'e blest the world, 

And made their lives sublime. 
Live near thy God ! — 'tis no stem load. 

In wealth, or health, or pain ; 
Then fadeless flowers will strew thy path, — 

Thy life not lived in vain. 
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There's a spot we hand dear in the auld kirkyard, 
It aye claims a tear in the auld kirkyard ; 
It's 'neath an ashen tree, an' it's dear, dear to me, 
That wee bit o' sod in the auld kirkyard. 
The wind heaves a sigh in the auld kirkyard, 
As it glides gently by in the auld kirkyard. 
As if it missed a flower frae some shady bower, 
An' feared that it lay in the auld kirkyard. 

saft is our tread in the auld kirkyard. 

As we draw near our dead in the auld kirkyard ; 

A half-whispered word or a look o' regard 

Aye tells a' our tale in the auld kirkyard. 

Our thoughts rise above in the auld kirkyard. 

By strange links o' love in the auld kirkyard ; 

The spirit-land is near while we drap the silent tear 

On the wild tangled grass in the auld kirkyard. 

It's dark 'mid the light in the auld kirkyard. 
For the heart bends in night in the auld kirkyard ; 
We canna see His hand, we silent weeping stand. 
And lang for the day in the auld kirkyard ; 
But faith whispers low in the auld kirkyard, 

'Twas love sent the blow in the auld kirkyard, 
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An' frae that vacant chair has sped a spirit fair, 
AN'hose garments mouldering lie in the auld kirkyard. 

Sweet spring wakes the flowers in the auld kirkyard, 
An' bright sunny hours in the auld kirkyard ; 
And th' dead 'neath the sod, at the voice o' our God, 
Will rise a' refreshed frae the auld kirkyard. 



A MOTHER TO HER FIRST-BORN 

PLEDGE of wedded love, 
Heaven's last rich gift to me, 

With new-bom joy, like brooding dove, 

1 feast my soul on thee. Mine own ! 

The hills are old, though grand. 
Earth's birth is far away, 
But thou art from our Father's hand, 
The work of yesterday. Mine own ! 

And thou hast brought to earth 
Some fragrance of yon sphere. 
And deeper voices now have birth. 
To glad my sojourn here. Mine own ! 

smile direct from God, 
gift to crown my day ! 
To human love may light be given 

For thee to live and pray. Mine own ! 

Thee back to God I give. 

With joy-teared waiting eyes, 

And giving, feel I thee receive 

With deeper, stronger ties. Mine own ! 
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Be mine a mother's care 
To lead where Jesu trod, 
That path where pleasures pure and fair 
Wait on the sons of God. Mine own ! 

Thy life and mine be one, 
Our Father's will, the best ; 
And when life's sacred task is done, 
Ee heaven our joyous rest. Mine own ! 



WORDS IN SEASON. 

Come, brothers, let the song-gods their burning 

thoughts proclaim ; 
Sing ye their songs, they'll fire us in life's terrific 
game. 

We ask not how we came here, 

We're in the thick of fight. 
And that's enough for soldiers 
Who know their post aright. 
Time calls for wary footsteps. 

Foes crowd our unknown way, 
And coward hearts within us 
Our high resolves betray. 
Give us, then, words of warning and life-thoughts 

brave and true. 
Fires lit from heaven's own altar to light our journey 
through. 

Each day some duty claims us our better man to 

prove. 
Some call for kindness, mercy, to sound our depths 
of love. 

Be ours, as man's true brothers, 

Before each setting sun. 
To have some dark spot lightened, 

Some foot from ruin woh ; 
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A smile may cheer a sister 

Despairing 'mid earth's cold, 
Or win a child to sunshine 
Whose heart with woe is old. 
Ay ! hear the angels telling to count their load our 

own, 
And with a god-like spirit make song replace the 
groan. 

Sing out the faith, the daring that starred some 

struggling life, 
That he alone is noble who wrestles in the strife ; 
Sing of truth's peerless glory 

'Mid darkness, sword, or flood, 
Of martyr's fiery chariot. 

To stir our languid blood. 
To shame us into action. 

To up and play the man, 
To grasp the flag of duty. 
And bear it to the van ; 
That o'er our silent tombstones some loving tears 

may fall. 
Or fainting hearts take courage to honour duty's call. 

Spurn back the judging spirit, unborn of heaven or 

earth, 
That dries the fount of mercy and kills love's tender 
birth. 

We know no brother's soul-fight ; 
WhQ,t'& falling in our eyes 
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May be his strange uprising, 

His ladder to the skies ; 
And in his awe-clothed gladness 

At being " much forgiven," 
His leap to heaven may place hiwi 
'Mid senior peers of heaven ; 
Or when in hours of darkness a leader down may 

faU, 
Teach us to watch and boast not, for weakness heirs 
us all. 

Swell out a song to cheer us when hope is sinking 

low, 
'Twill make the journey lighter as round the verses 
flow, 

Of hearts uncrushed by failure, 

Of life-long battles won, 
Of faith, of love, and goodness, 
When this old world was young ; 
Our drooping souls will listen, nor heed their fruitless 

hours, 
Till hope with summer magic will clothe our path 
with flowers. 

And grandly cheer the dying to breast the sullen 

tide. 
To see the sun-clad mountains which skirt the other 
side; 

To feel 'mid death's dark waters 
No soul can suffer loss 
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That leans upon that Brother 
Who glorified the Cross ; 
To know a mom is waiting, when past is time's long 

sway, 
When all this maze of darkness will flood itself in 
day. 



TO AN EMPTY WHISKY BOTTLE. 

Departed spirits, sad I sing 

Tour last farewell on fleeting wing, 

Yet round your cork sweet memories cling 

0' what you were. 
An' back our joys you longing bring, 

An' start, a tear. 

When you were fu', how blythe your e'e 
Wad twinkle wi' a roguish glee. 
That lured us a' your lips to pree, 

'Gain and again, 
Till we forgot, barley bree ! 

That we were men. 

What sangs an' fights swelled high your breast, 
The roarin' fun, the fiery jest, 
Inspired to make the outcast blest. 

The sad to cheer, 
Till Daddie Grief, wild like the rest. 

Sang " Deil may care ! " 

When baimies start life's crooked race, 
Or Death nips flowers wi' tearless face. 
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Or lovers swear to rin in trace, 

'Mid sweet caressin', 
The thing, we swear, wad a' disgrace 

Without your blessin*. 

When 'neath your spell, we Gladstone beat, 
Puir auld divines we thrash like wheat. 
An' lay them sprawlin' at our feet, 

Heel heads ower ither. 
An' mak' their whigmaleeries meet, 

An' 'gree thegither. 

Wi' pawkie glee you souther up 
Our strifes an' grudges ower a sup ; 
But, certies, aft you tak' the whup. 

Sans shame or swither, 
An' madly drive us frae the cup 

To thrash each other ! 

How high you fan our auld Scotch pride ! 
Earth's kings o' men their heads maun hide. 
An' poets learn hard dunts to bide, 

^Mid hies an' stutter. 
Till perpendicular's laid aside. 

Aft in the gutter. 

When colic twinges grip our kyte, 

Or fiery flecks dance in our sight, 

Or ghaists us scaur 'neath cloud o' night 

Till knees knock ither. 
Tour healin' balm an' smile sae bright 

Heals a' thegither. 
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You're meat an' drink an' coat o' mail, 
A trustie frien' that winna fail ; 
You bed an' shelter for us wale ; 

We tak' our nap, 
Curled up 'mid rain, or wind, or hail. 

As sound's a tap. 

But the reckonin' in the mornin' ! 
The achin' head, the dry throat bumin', 
The self-reproach, our puir sel's scomin', 

Through memory wadin'. 
For something done that mocks retumin', 

Oursel's degradin'. 

Then wife an' weans an' a' are wrang. 
An' doors we steek wi' noisy bang. 
An' flyte and growl the hale day lang ; 

An' yet the hell. 
We ken ower weel, 'mid a' the clang, 

Lies in oursel'. 

Your seven black P's your children face, 
Base self-made Poverty's disgrace. 
The Poorhouse, Pawn, the gruff Police, 

'Mid loss o' rank. 
The Prison, Penal toil, or place 

On hangman's Plank ! 

Frae heart o' stane wad spring the tear 
To see your victims' fell career. 
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Low stretched upon a moral bier, 

Dead ere they die ! 
While hopeless on life's bark they steer 

'Neath darkening sky. 

Pile up your trophies — countless heap ! 
The blasted hopes, the eyes that weep, 
The hosts that to the churchyard creep. 

Thy tremblin' slaves, 
Wha fill at last, in clouded sleep. 

Dishonoured graves. 

And those who from the trading mart 
Through thee ha'e seen wealth's tide depart, 
0' fate ha'e ta'en the awfu' start. 

An' dared death's stream. 
Or, blood-stained, stood with bursting heart 

'Neath Marwood's beam ! 

My country's sin ! Scotsmen, rise ! 
sweep this plague-spot from our eyes ! 
Be sober, frugal, just an' wise. 

Live down the past ; 
Then Caledonia will you prize. 

True sons at last ! 



THE POOR MAN'S DIRGE. 

HAPPY thought that time will close, 
An' in the grave lie a* our woes, 

To rise an' vex nae mair ; 
To sleep the sleep unknown before. 
Within that land on whose still shore 

Ne'er breaks the wave o' care ; 
Where down is laid the toil-worn clay, 

An' weary hearts find rest, 
Where life's wild fever's passed away, 

An' groans o' the oppressed ; 
Nor mair to heave the burdened sigh, 

Nor shed the briny tear. 
But taste a life that cannot die 
In love's eternal year. 

That rest still, sae blest still, 

May weel our hearts enflame. 
An' warm us an' charm us 
To that endurin' hame. 

'Tis easy in lang summer days, 
'Mid laughin' rills an' sunny braes, 

For earth to bless each mom. 
An' larks pour sangs frae raptured breast, 
While cosily their youngsters rest, 

Safe 'mang the wavin' corn ; 
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But 'neath December's frosty stang, 

The flowerets hide their heads, 
An' rills, forgetfu' o' their sang, 

Lie frozen in their beds ; 
An' unclad forests sadly ben' 
To every wind that blaws, 
An' summer choirs are silent then, 
Amid the driftin' snaws ; 

'Mid showers then each cowers then. 

Beneath the winter drear, 
Their sorrow us harrow, 
Till starts the tender tear. 

faith in God ! easy task 
When in the sun we nestlin' bask, 

An' health gi'es bliss to life ; 
But how to feel His presence near 
'Mid hunger, sickness, deepening care. 

In life's lang hopeless strife ! 
For as time's weary road we tread. 

Bent 'neath our galling load. 
Faith canna see the sun o'erhead. 
Or footprints o' her God. 
Him asking, 'maist tasking 
His right to rule our lot. 
We languish 'mid anguish, 
An' fear we are forgot. 

Yet whiles, through a', our better man 
Sees life a vast probation plan. 
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An' wisdom fix our states, 
Where justice stands prepared to smite 
The false, the wrang, an' crown the right, 

An' for His word but waits. 
Heaven bides her time, though every foe 

That plagues man frae his birth 
Wi' loosened rein drives to an' fro. 

And blocks the path o' worth ; 
Where self triumphant bulks sae vast. 

Its god vile £, s, d,, 
Begardless though it pays at last 

The soul as penal fee. 
Else were this worid a blasted field, 
A storm-lashed wild without a bield, 

A night without a mom, 
A scene o' wrang subverting right, 
Wi' open wrath or germing spite 

Impatient to be bom ; 
Where shameless swindles dam the flow 

0' generous aids to man, 
Or traitor-hand sends home the blow 

That wrecks some noble plan. 
Yet holding and moulding 
The ins an' outs o' time, 
Heaven cherishes and nourishes 
Her purposes sublime. 

Yet 'cross our path come noble men, 
The salt o' earth, — God's " upper ten," 

Whose brave words bid us cheer. 
Whose lives illume time's blotted scroll. 
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Wi' a' that dignifies the soul, 

An' lend us heart to bear. 
But whiles some promise-star will rise, 
An' hopefu' tempt our tear-dimmed eyes 

To guess bright days ahead, 
But while we gaze, it pales an' fades. 
And leaves us draped in deeper shades, 

Wi' a' our joy-dreams fled ; 
For endless cares, like driftin' snows. 

Fa' dark'nin' on our way, 
Till life frae dawn unto its close 

Is one long winter day. 
Maybe some lingerin' manhood dwells 

Within our rugged breast. 
That 'gainst our bitter lot rebels 

An' wakes a wild unrest, 
An' bids us beat each cursed chain 

That binds us to the groun' 
To swords an' spears, an' 'mid red rain 

To smite our tyrants down ! 
But bearin' an' darin' 

Against baith wind and tide. 
Though dark yet, our bark yet 
Will win the other side. 

But let contentment's heaven-bom star 
Its light impart 'mid a' the war 

That's meted to our share, 
I then can smile at every ill 
That draps its gall my cup to fill, 

An' for it never care ; 
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An' battle on as if the hale 

Frae my ain hand should fa', 
Yet trust that Arm that canna fail, 
As if it did it a'. 

Thus trustin' an' restin' 
Upon a mighty stay. 
We'll ail not, an' fail not, 
Though earth an' time decay. 
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THE GOSSIPS. 

Mrs. Blande, Hostess. 

How is Mrs. Maxwell doing, 

And her husband and his set ? 
Have you heard there's mischief brewing, 

And Jack's feet are in the net ? 

Mrs. Malview. 

Yes ! of late he's been unsteady. 

And his master, Peter Lode, 
Told him, if not off already. 

To look out and take the road. 
Yesterday I asked their Lizzie 

How they all were getting on, 
" Straight as clock-work," snapped the huzzy. 

With a look as cold as stone. 

Miss Primwell. 

Oh, the style in which she dresses ! 

All her children are such guys ; 
If they're hobbled in debt's meshes. 

It need cause one no surprise. 
When she was one of us, — ^misses. 

How she snubbed us ! . . my ! . . such airs ! 
We were nothing, and her wishes, — 

Well they're none of my affairs. 
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Enter Mrs. Maxwell. 

Hostess. 

Oh, how welcome ! my sweet treasure ! 

Quite delighted ! such a treat ! 
What an unexpected pleasure ! 

Do sit down, pray, here's a seat. 

Miss Primwell. 

How is Jack and your dear mother ? 

Why, you're fresh as any rose ! 
Oh, I flirted with Jack's brother 

In the, dear ! long agoes. 

Hostess. 

You're ne'er seen now at our meetings. 
All your care's set on your home, — 

Only but street-passing greetings ; 
To our next, pray, dearie, come ! 

Mrs. Maxwell. 

What with darning, making, mending, 
Household duties are my pride. 

And my husband's comforts tending, 
Every moment's occupied. 

Mrs. Malview. 

Lay more on your servant's shoulders, 
Let her know 'tis for her good ; 

But they're now so pert to olders, 
Mine is drunken, yours is rude. 
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Mrs. Maxwell. 

They've their faults, and we've our failings, 

One must just then stand for t'other ; 
One kind word will match our raUings, 

And it saves a world of bother. 
As to Lizzie's faults of rudeness, 

She is honest, faithful, kind. 
With a store of rugged goodness, 

A gold nugget unrefined. 
Jack bestows each idle minute 

On his children, vines, and flowers ; 
And his greenhouse, why, he's in it 

All the long, long evening hours. 
Mrs. Blande, your taste he praises. 

Sends these grapes from Teddy's vine, 
With these flower-sprays for your vases. 

Sweet reminders of "lang syne." 
Thanks to Lode, the generous giver, 

In the firm Jack's got a share ; 
Not more faithful now than ever 

Is his watchfulness and care. 
He has bought sweet Eosebank Villa, 

With its splendid coast-line view ; 
Oh, he is a brave good fellow, 

With a heart pure, sound, and true ! 
You remember Jones our teacher ? 

Grand those words he used to say, 
" There's one text for lay or preacher. 

Honest labour wins the day." 



COUE AWAY! 
C>E. brigiit are thf* dreomF of nhTlflhnnfl dsvs. 

Anfl tilt' tak* of lift i a iiohr song. 

Tliat flaa& tiirough tite gQlden Iiohtb ; 
When th^ sun but fihrneg to flcafcfcer TaHsB. 

And joy it in every Bound, 
And the liearr keeps time as it trip5 along 

Tc» tiie melodr around ; 
And tiie miiBic of its siren voice, 

With its wit,chiiig ** Come away ! " 
Awakes the dream of a glorioiifi land, 

With an en dies? summer dav. 

Oh. high are the plans of youth's prond years. 

And bays must their fair brows crown. 
And their country's voice mnst shont their names. 

And send them the ages down. 
Prond feats are for them on nntracked shores. 

On the field and the stormy sea, 
And imprisoned lore and the soul of things 

Their brave victor-hands wiU free ; 
And the music of those lofty aims, 
^^^Klh its rousing " Come away ! " 
/^ ^^fcjM their souls with a zeal divine, 
I ^WDOrowns their future day. 
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Oh, stem is the task waiting manhood's hand, 

And it thunders out, " Be true ! " 
While the noble 7nust of man's towering soul 

Like a god fires him to do ; 
For he knows that life is a glorious task. 

With its calls to do and dare, 
And his iron thews and resolves sublime 

Make him monarch everywhere ; 
And the music of the worid's proud song. 

With its mighty " Come away ! " 
Enthrals his soul with a spell divine 

That crowns all his future day. 

Oh, grand is the hope of the aged saint 

As he views his setting sun. 
For his years are fled on the wings of time. 

And he knows his task is done ; 
Done in a faith made him more than man. 

In love that was bom on high, 
And he's waiting but for his Master's voice. 

He has nought to do but die ! 
And the music of that nearing land. 

With its glorious " Come away ! " 
Thrills all his soul as it shouts for him, 

One glad endless summer day. 
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THE VOICES OF THE SEA IN LIGHT 

AND SHADE. 

Chime on, chime on, thou grand old sea ! 

Ye fill oft my soul with fear ; 
Your voice so free is a melody 

Our God may be pleased to hear. 
Though no ding-dong is your untaught song, 

You sing in your own wild way ; 
Your deep-mouthed noise is a glorious voice, 

That earth's countless shores obey, 
And thy awful chime through the ages sings 
The all-present might of the King of kings ! 
Hail, glorious sea ! What music's in thy roll, 
Stray symphony of heaven ! how dread, sublime, 
That echo-voice of God which thrills the soul, 
And wafts the thoughts beyond the close of time. 
When back the clouds roll off earth's slumbering 

dust, 
And death stands doomed, — not his to tread that 

shore ; 
Earth's woes forgot, her cares and cankering rust, 
And time's dark word, "Farewell," is heardno more ! 

La, la ! la, la ! soft, measured, and slow. 

Ye drawl when the wind is low, 
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Bat the gamut falls and the sound appals 
When storms o'er thee trampling go ; 

Then fury raves o'er thy crested waves, 
Destruction is wild with glee, 

The Sprite's dread form on the wings of the storm 
Scours all the billowy sea, 
As the soul of man, when his passion bums. 
Throws aside the god and a demon turns. 

And in thy wrath thou rear'st thy awful head, 

And puny man thou scomest in thy roar ; 

His bravest heart thou numberest with thy dead, 

And strew'st his might, a wreck, upon thy shore. 

Thy strands submissive wait thy moulding wave, 

And rocks bow helpless as thy lawful prey ; 

Green isles have sunk, and in thee found a grave ; 

Where once they smiled thy crested billows play. 

When the frenzied blast has wrestled its last. 

And wearied goes to slumber. 
The stars on high that freckle the sky 

Shine out a countless number ; 
Then sipple, sipple, comes your ripple 

In the quiet evening glow. 
And the silent skies with a thousand eyes 

Look down to your home below. 
As the pitying heavens o'er the erring mourn. 
While the angels yearning plead, " Eetum ! " 
glorious worshipper ! thou holy sea ! 
Hymning untired one mighty organ swell. 
Lisping the music of eternity. 
Thine own oblation, pure, original ! 
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Earth hears thee not ! thy inner voice is mute 
To ears untanght to catch the heaven-bom song ; 
Now as the thunder's voice, now soft as lover's 

lute, 
Thy voice is heard 'mid heaven's angeUc throng. 
Here Time still reaps the years as harvest sheaves. 
With toil of empires and their blood-bought 

fame; 
Even earth grows wrinkled 'mid her searing leaves, 
But thou, great son of God, art still the same ! 
Beneath thy waves earth's loved in silence sleep. 
Thy wrathful storms break not their dreamless 

rest — 
They are not thine ! Thy holy wardship keep. 
And bulwark round, as chief a royal guest. 

Nor are thy waves the unconscious graves 

Of light from night's lamplets given ; 
They softly gaze through those borrowed rays 

With love's holy eyes to heaven ; 
And shall not man, with his short-lived span, 

Eeflect his gifts from above, 
And help his race to a goal of peace — 
The rest of the God of love, 
There for ever safe on yon sunlit shore, 
When earth's task is done and hushed's thy roar ! 
No weakened age will mar thy last day's toil, 
Thy lusty song will greet thy last bom sun, 
And Heaven's decree thou'lt welcome with a smile. 
And take thy rest, thou sea, — thy task well 
done ! 
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Pour on thy song, proud sea, then till that mom, 
When Time shall fail and droop his hoary head, 
When on the wings of heaven this voice is borne, 
"Thon sea! thou sea! give up thy countless 
dead I " 



THE SONG OF THE LIGHT. 

From realms of love on the unshored east, 

My golden waves first play ; 
An angel fair on the sands of time, 

Heaven's banner I display. 
With unvoiced step I gleefully poke 

The eyes of sleeping morn, 
And herald larks at the gate of heaven 

Shout out, " A day is bom ! " 

The nodding flowers in my joy I kiss, 

They, blushing, ope their eyes, 
And pearly dews all aflame I set. 

Like stars dropped from the skies. 
I woo to smiles all the wastes of earth, 

On waves my hands lay hold. 
And change, in sport, their long hoary locks 

Into a crest of gold. 

I weave round clouds a bright gleaming fringe. 

In purple clothe the hills, 
And 'mid the vales and deep deep glens 

I play on dancing rills ; 
While far away o'er hill and dale. 

And through the dusty town, 
I chase the shadows of drifting clouds, — 

A smile behind a frown. 
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As flashing thought in a poet's breast, 

My touch turns all to gold, 
And, like the love of the dear, dear Lord, 

All lands my arms enfold. 
I whisper low to the virtuous poor. 

Who friendless tread life's road, 
" He knows, He cares," and they see in me 

A smile direct from God ! 

To bless I glide through the slums of towns, 

'Mid crimes and grim despair, 
And move unstained as sweet Jesu moved,— 

A sunbeam everywhere. 
And through the loops of the dungeon dark. 

Where the felon drags his chain, 
I plead, " Come home, for the Father mourns, 

Eetum to Him again." 

To earth in tears 'neath the pelting rain 

Hope's flag I hang on high, 
And fling at the shower a handful of rays, 

And rainbows span the sky. 
On orphan's path and the widow's floor 

I write good words of cheer. 
And faith grows strong as they learn His love, 

And who has sent me there. 

Where sickness wastes, gladdening aids I shower. 

The strong I brace for toil. 
And childhood shouts in a boundless joy, 

While age basks 'neath my smile. 
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In earnests of a bright morning's dawn 

I see, though far away, 
I o'er the dead in the old churchyard 

My golden tresses lay. 

• 

Oh, blest's my task, God's first work sublime, 

Night back from earth to roll. 
Like grace divine as it rends sin's cloud 

And 'lumes the darkened soul. 
Then let me bound on my heaven-plumed wings 

To ease earth's load of care, 
And write in gold on her countless shores, 

" Our God is everywhere ! " 



THE ANGEL SLEEP. 

The setting sun had dowered the western skies, 
And white-robed clouds blushed 'neath his part- 
ing ray, 
While soft winds breathed farewells in gentle sighs. 

And darkness fringed the robes of parting day. 
Sweet silence slept around ; the murmuring stream 

Alone mourned o'er the blessed day now dead, 
Eemembering all its love and sunny gleam, 
As on their race its sun-flaked wavelets sped. 
Seeking to word its woe, its murmurings spread 
Around, and linked the near and far, and led 
The soul to sympathies of unknown love 

And undreamt ties with all around, that said, 
WhUe unreached thought for light and utterance 
strove, 
" Its harp's deep chords were struck by fingers from 
above." 

Desponding still, of heaven I dared inquire 

Why was there night to chase, like beast of prey, 

The blessed sun and all his smiles inspire. 

And songs of love flung from each leafy spray. 
Earth's sweetest worship at the throne of day ? 

Or why should sorrow, like a withering frown, 

Brood o'er man's heart., or fate his hopes betray, 
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Blast love's desires, and tear his bower down, 
And weave him withered chaplets for a victor's 
crown? 

Then through the gloom, without a tread or sound, 
A light-veiled shade grew on my startled sight ; 

Her robes upon the dark air floated round, 
And on their borders hung the dews of night. 
Like crystal gems upon a water-sprite. 

"I heard your plaint," the angel, Sleep, began, 
"Your murmurings at our Father's sovereign 
right 

To rule just as He wills the lot of man. 
Nor ask His counsel in the world's stupendous plan. 

" That hour is bliss when from my airy home 
I see the sun sink in the glowing west. 

And sister, Darkness, claim the curtained dome. 
And with her power the whirl of life arrest. 

To break the mammon-god's eternal reign. 

And whisper, " Life is lost if sold for gain ; " 
And as her clouds the weary world invest, 
I come to woo to sleep the wild unrest. 
And pillow all its cares upon my breast. 

I weep for joy that I a web cap weave. 

Strong in the cords of heaven's benign behest. 

That doth by sweet restraint life's throes relieve. 
And still the surging tides that o'er its bosom heave. 

" Proud joy, to see in sleep the toilworn frame 
Forget the price for life it has to pay, 
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While gathering strength relights the vital flame, 
And braces up the crnmbling tent of clay, 
And 'mid sweet dreams to wipe toil's scars away. 
Has earth no cell where human love grows cold, 
And crime, life-sick, turns from light's glad- 
dening ray, 
Whose past enthrals with all a giant's hold. 

And future's filled with darkness and dismay ? 
There pines thy brother ! Then let balmy sleep 

Come angel-like to wield her gentle sway ; 
And as I steal his fears 'mid slumbers deep. 
Seek ye the throne, with earnest wrestlings pray 
That Heaven's high grace may all his brooding fears 
allay. 

" Go, see where pain waits on each panting breath, 
And blood runs fire, and pallid infants moan, 

And madness raves and strong men bow, while 
Death 
With tearless eye claims sternly for his own 
The bud unopened and the flower new-blown ; 

I breathe, then slumber o'er them gently flows ; 
Their pains, their fears are in a moment flown. 

And in sweet rest they all forget their woes. 
And mercy smile's as anguish sinks into repose. 

" Te have not borne the bondman's cursed chain. 

The living hell, sprung from the human mart. 

The frenzied woe, the lash, the bloody rain. 

Driving aU manhood from the human heart, 
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And charging Heaven the wherefore to explain ? 
O blessed task, to fan to gentle sleep 

Their tear-dimmed eyes, and as they drooping 
close, 
To steal all pangs away while yet they weep. 

Or plead for mercy on their cruel foes. 

Till earth and time are lost in sweet repose ; 
Or, visioned, see the end, the great white throne, 

And Time his blood-stained chronicle disclose, 
See Justice mete the oppressor groan for groan, 
And leave his shrieking soul to meet his doom alone. 

" Or where war's sulphurous thunders rend the air, 
And victory hurls swift Death in fierce pursuit, 

And broken hosts flee fast in wild despair, 
And patriot voice and hope are sternly mute 
O'er some proud cause in ruin absolute ; 

task sublime ! 'mid Death's red sheaves to move. 
And bid the groans beneath my spell to cease. 

To gather 'neath my wing like brooding dove, 

Victor and vanquished, blent in one release, 
And in their dreams to whisper home and love and 
peace. 

" Hail, sacred night, when Nature sinks to rest, 
And dews distil from out the burdened air, 

And starry glory gems the midnight's breast, 
And silver moons with all a mother's care 
In silent love watch ceaseless everywhere. 

Rise, child, accept thy task, dispel the clouds 
That dim thy faith. Thy Father acts aright, 
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And in the depths of Calvary's love He shrouds 
The why of blasted lives ! Through grope and 

fight 
He leads the trusting heart to clearer light 
And love. This childhood hour of little man 

Warns him by faith to live and not by sight. 
Let Heaven through sun and shade unfold her plan 
For man's high bliss, — for him to trust but not to 



scan." 



She paused. Spell-bound I gazed upon her face ; 

Her night-black eye swam in a pitying tear 
That trembling stood, then from its natal place 

It trickled down, — a little crystal sphere, — 

Kissed mother-earth, and closed its short career. 
Then rose the spirit with a graceful mien, 

And in the gloom began to disappear 
Like waning star when dark clouds intervene, 
And left the silent night the mistress of the scene. 



TOWARD THE LIGHT. 

Forward, or die ! Nought else, for life 

Hath but one path for all ; 

And from each wound, each fall. 
Forge armour for a better strife. 

Catching an impulse true, sublime, 

From fruitless yesterdays of time. 

How stands the harvests of our thought ? 
In sloth and worse weVe lost 
Our years, nor weighed the cost. 

Nor for the light have wrestling sought ; 
But dreamed the prize was near, was ours, 
And we were emperors of its powers. 

Attained ? cheat upon our souls ! 

Life's race is scarce begun ; 

As yet the coming sun 
His light but on morn's birthplace rolls, 

The upper sky has streaks of gray, 

But noon's proud glory's far away. 

He who has never learned to own 
Errors in life and creed, 
Flounderings in word and deed. 

In life has no rich harvests mown ; 
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Though boasting faith or reason's eye, 
Asleep has lived, asleep will die ; 
But forward ever victory bears, — 
The grand Amen of all the years ! 

Hear ye foes shout ? Do Christ's wounds bleed ? 

The cause is God's, not thine ! 

Trust Him, the truth will shine ! 
Thy bulwark's stronger than thy creed ; 

And what alarms thy spirit now, 

If false, before His light will bow. 

Clouds veil the truths that press us round 

As mists the hills ; the day 

Will rise with conquering ray, 
And leave, dew-gemmed, the waiting ground. 

Till like a smile o'er earth shall run 

The glories of the rising sun. 

Spurn no true soldier in the fight, 

Though divers paths ye tread. 

All to one centre lead ; 
Some sun gave him that quickening light. 

For truth has God as fountain-head. 

Though distant all her rills be spread. 

On to pure love — God's glorious day, — 

Press young with ardour fired, 

Press old with faith inspired. 
'Tis near ! its sunbeams light thy way ; 

Then feel it now a present power 

To clutch from night the passing hour. 



THE THRIFTLESS WIFE. 

Before I got this wife o' mine 

I'd siller in the bank, 
But now I'm puir as smitten Job, 

An' wha hae I to thank ? 
She maun be like the rest o' folk 

That flaunt about the town, 
Although my faithfu' Sunday coat 

Is auld, an' bare, an' brown. 

I scarce can thole, while wi' my pen 

I ink the openin' steeks 
That girnin' glour wi' mockin' laugh 

A' down my coat an' breeks ; 
But weary on't, gin I but daur 

Their waefu' plight to name, 
She fires up like Beelzebub, 

An' tears to shreds my claim. 

The bairnies rin about the house 

Sae dirty and ill-clad, 
That mak's my vera bluid to boil, 

An' drives me almost mad ; 
I whiles am apt to curse my lot — 

My bitter cup o' life, — 

The very hell o' misery, 

A feckless, wastin' wife. 
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My mither aye (I see her now), 

Wi' canty thrift an' care, 
Ne'er spent a penny thoughtlessly. 

Though she might hae't to spare ; 
She said, " Save aye a shillin', lad, 

Whene'er ye hae the power ; 
'Twill be a friend that winna fail 

In cauld misfortune's hour." 



I see her sittin' wi' her specs, 

Her needles an' her yam, 
An' sorted stockings a' laid out 

For her deft hands to darn ; 
An' scatterin' round her funny jokes 

An' tales o' far-oflE youth, 
A' jumbled up wi' screeds frae Burns 

An' words o' livin' truth. 



In no' a corner o' the house 

Could ony dust be seen, 
But a' was trig in that wee beil' 

An' pleasin' to the een ; 
But now the baimies write their names 

Amang the grimy stour 
That rests in peace frae week to week 

On our auld furniture. 



men, beware ! an' think in time. 
For fearfu' is the dool 
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A wife can bring upon yonr lot, 
To crush you 'neath its rule ; 

A witless brain, a ceaseless tongue, 
A heart that canna feel, — 

You'd hae mair chance o' happiness 
Wi' Tarn o' Shanter's deU ! 



TO COLDSTREAM. 

Dear Coldstream, on thy rocky heights — 

Proud warders of Tweed's stream, — 
Thou hangest like an eagle's nest 

Or bower in poet's dream. 
Fair orchards blossom in thy breast, 

Flowers carpet thy retreat, 
And birds sing love through all thy bowers 

And nestle at thy feet. 
Grateful for care 'mid winter's storms, 
Or summer smiling in thine arms. 

Tweed lingers in his lordly march. 

As lover fain would rest, 
Then takes thine image clad in light 

And hides it in his breast. 
The listening breeze learns Leet's soft rhymes, 

Tripping thy meads along. 
Then, raptured, throws that chime aside 

For thine and Tweed's proud song ; 
And man's high psalm of yesterday ' 
For nobler strains must pass away. 
But time has failed to teach me yet 
Thy sacred memories to forget. 

Forget the good, the brave, the true. 
And om from my side passed,- 
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Those sacred treasures bom of loss, 

And loves that ever last ? 
Death hath the husk, — ^the grave but holds 

The ashes, not the flame — 
That fire sublime that mocks the tomb. 

And God as sire can claim ; — 
Can rising lark forget to sing. 
Or waking flowers to welcome spring ? 

I court their stay, though memory. 

Like some sin-troubled ghost. 
Roams through the chambers of the past, 

And wails for ever — lost ! 
absent loves, silent friends— 

My cloud through all life's years, 
Your worth too high for feeble words, 

Your loss too deep for tears ; 
A tie heaven-born now binds our souls, 
Though death's dark flood between us rolls. 

blissful discipline of tears ! 

mystery of pain ! 
light from dark and troubled skies ! 

loss that fruits in gain. 
Till failing health and shattered hopes, 

And tears from weeping eyes. 
And setting suns and vacant chairs 

Are angels in disguise ! 
Thus on our broken gods we stand. 
Above earth's mist in cloudless land. 
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IVe heard the stranger speak thy praise, 

'Mid raptured gaze intent, 
TiU broken words found higher voice 

In silence eloquent ; 
But oh, to me thy very stones — 

Each spot where'er I tread — 
Are big with glories deeper far 

And echoes of the dead ; 
Till earth and time all from me move, 
And heaven is near and deathless love. 

Youth's hopes and loves and sunny joys, 

The warp and woof of life, 
The years have quenched, as clouds the stars. 

Amid life's battling strife ; 
Yet of our fruitless days and deeds 

Heaven's purposes sublime 
Are working out from tangled threads 

The broadening web of time ; 
We, blind, trace not the shuttle's flight 
'Mid day's proud sheen or cloudy night. 

From faith to faith, with growing wing. 

The hope-lit spirits rise, 
And see the past and future one 

Broad pathway to the skies ; 
And breasting still the dark unknown. 

They shout of day-dawn near, 
The past, the present, all are His 

To crown earth's glorious year ; 
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No slumbering God our fair world owns, 
Or Father heedless of His sons. 

The growing temple of the race 

OutUyes Time's fretting waves ; 
But while proud trophies throng its walls, 

Its floor is paved with graves ; 
Yet through our hands the dead build on 

Life's high fane to the sky, 
Till Death's strong arm shall palsied fall. 

And Time itself shall die ; 
Yes, dear old town, these buried years 
Still bless thy son amid his tears. 
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WHAT IS IT TO LIVE? 

'Tis not to live to join the stream 
Of gilded vice or fashion's tide, 
'Mid hollow smiles and rival pride, 

To barter waking for a dream, 

Where soul and love, and truth and mind. 
Are tossed as chaff unto the wind. 

Nor might of rule, nor sordid gain. 
Nor honour won by dariiig feats, 
The soul hurls back these cursed cheats. 

And groans for food, — relief from pain, 
And rescue from the brooding gloom 
That shrouds its pathway to the tomb. 

Nor yet earth's lore, — the fruits and flowers. 
The ages heir from th' ancient wise. 
Those stars that from their far-off skies 

Still shed their glories into ours ; 

They struggled 'mid their glorious thought, 
And agonised and vainly sought. 

'Tis life alone to know my God, 

His life my life. His love my breath ; 

To see all else but diverse death. 

Where staggering man groans 'neath his load, 

237 



238 WHAT IS IT TO LIVE? 

And time but swells his gathering fears, 
And mocks his hopes and scorns his tears. 

And in a brother's weakness see 

Mine own and fear. Be quick to know 
Earth's cares and wrongs, its grief and woe 

Bleeding men's hearts, are calls to me 
To aid and bless, and scatter light 
On darkened paths and sorrow's blight. 

This, this is life ! that fire sublime, 
Which, with a power spuming control. 
Leaps ever heavenward from the soul. 

Purging its dross, — base things of time, — 
Till here it bums a sacrifice 
That blesses earth and glads the skies. 



TO TIME. 

Time ! Lord of the rolling years ! Thy sway 

Has sown the earth with graves. Thee thrones obey. 

Along thy yesterdays thy trophies lie, 

The pitying winds amid their ruins sigh, 

And on their wreck thy seasons spread a pall, — 

A thickening shroud, as clods on coffins fall. 

Thou leadest empires to their giddy height. 

Their glory — conquest, and their justice — might. 

Till, like a child all fitful in its play. 

Thou tossest with a sneer thy toys away. 

'Tis mom, ah empire struggles into life. 

At noon 'tis mighty in earth-hunger strife, 

At eve it bloated sits 'neath gathering skies. 

At night its foes triumph, it breaks and dies ! 

Hail, glorious Time ! day from the years of heaven 
For earth's high task and man's completion given. 
A grand " Not yet attained " rolls through thy song. 
And nations round as toiling servants throng. 
Till godlike triumphs, wrecks, and faults sublime 
Are stepping stones for man's proud upward climb. 

When through primeval night Jehovah spoke. 

And " Let there be " th' eternal silence broke. 

When, 'mid the sons of God, woke into birth 

^ starry spray that built this glorious earth, 
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Thy task began, — change but thy strange repose, 
Till murky chaos into cosmos rose. 

Each triumph armed thee with a higher might, 
And fairer visions filled thy broadening sight. 
And nations rose unconscious of the power 
That gave them birth and meted out their hour. 
And through thy warp their mighty shuttles flew. 
Weaving advance in faiths and forces new, 
Heedless of right (their own their only weal). 
Of vanquished's groans, and freedom's last appeal ; 
Yet, 'mid earth's wrongs and war's blood-written 

tale, 
Thy hand the pattern wrought behind the veil. 

Like as the rain on mountain wastes descends. 
And in their cliflfs its life-task seeming ends. 
Yet in some vale the bubbling fount appears, 
Its true life found for all its after years. 
So all the past is thine, and in thy hold 
Thou keepest all, as miser grasps his gold ; 
Our height, the cradle-stage of heights unknown. 
When thou each present into past hast thrown. 

Oh, glorious voices fill the coming years ! 
Each age its triumphs and its beacon rears. 
I hear the tramp of nations yet to be. 
The flap of sails that crowd the mantling sea. 
And shores now echoing but the sounding wave 
Shall thunder back the free songs of the brave ; — 
See trading marts dot every distant shore, 
Where pine and lonely wigwam reigned before. 
And rolling woods, now braving every storm, 
Will bow their heads 'neath man's all-conquering arm ; 
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See wilds subdued by honest manly toil, 
And waving fields respond with harvest's spoil, 
When land with land the glorious truth will feel, 
Its good is woven with its neighbour's weal. 

And then shall dark Oppression's iron hand 
Loose his fierce grasp o'er every trampled land. 
While freedom's song from every lip shall pour, 
Proud as the waves which throng earth's rugged 

shore ; 
And living faiths one glorious voice will send. 
One hope, one Christ, to earth's remotest end ; 
While error cowers along the skirts of night, 
Helpless and dying 'neath the flood of light. 

I see the demon War his sceptre yield. 
His sinking eye gluts o'er his last red field ; 
His spear is broken in his palsied hand. 
And love triumphant claims the rescued land. 
Then, then shall justice, mercy, truth and peace, 
To waiting man their heavenly fruits increase ; 
And thou, Time, thy grand reward shalt see, 
And crown thy years with one long jubilee. 



THE DYING BROOK TO AN OLD FRIEND* 

O Jamie ! tak' your last sad look 
O' your auld frien', the dyin' brook, 
Whase sang has fired ye mair than book 

To steer your way, 
An' glegly mony a clour to jouk 

In life's rough day. 

In life's glad mom how aft for weeks 
You paidled in me wantin' breeks, 
A' droukit, guddlin' in my creeks — 

Ay, true my word is — 
Till your auld sark wad burst its steeks 

Around your hurdies. 

Where wavin' grain ance blessed the day, 
An' s|X)rtive lambies held their play, 
An' peacefu' calm round slumberin' lay. 

Save where on high 
Some joyous lark Heaven thanks wad pay 

'Neath sunny sky, 

* The starting of shale-works at Pardovan, Linlithgowshire, has 
almost destroyed Philipstuun Burn. 
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Now bings o' shale and blindin' steam, 
And engines wi' unearthly scream, 
Hae wildly broken on our dream ; 

An' . . now . . this . . last ! 
They dry the bed where's run my stream 

For ages past ! 

An' oh, the reek ! Its very smell 
Wakes awfu' thoughts o' yon dread — well, 
The fearfu' word I dauma spell. 

It mak's me grue, 
An' question hard what waits yoursel' 

When life is through ! 

The dear auld mill, whase clatterin' bir 

Kept a' the clachan in a stir, 

Maun cease to turn wi' bickerin' whir, 

Its grindin' stane ; 
For now my waves hae lost their spiir, 

Their strength is gane ! 

When Nancy Graham turned up her nose, 
An' cuist ye aff like worn-out clothes. 
An' bade ye sup your ain made brose. 

How then for hours 
I blent, while bad words in me rose, 

My tears wi' yours. 

I've seen you in your cups gey queer. 
Your 'tempts at sang, or whiles at prayer, 
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But, guide us a', when for a swear 

Ye set yersel', 
Your aiths rang dingin' through the air 

Wi' brimstone smell. 

How lovingly I made your toddy, 

To cheer your heart an' warm your body, 

Till your auld pow gaed niddie noddie, 

An' I. was glad 
To see you airt your zig-zag roadie » 

Safe into bed. 

Whiles in your dreams I clappit round ye, 
Wi' roguish glee, just to confound ye, 
A' kind o' drinks, an' then wad hound ye 

To tak' a sup ; 
Then wild ye raved when quick ye found aye 

They jinked your grup. 

The world's run wud ; the leal gang down. 
The pulpit's rent, an' hech, the town 
Wi' pride an' greed is a' o'ergrown, 

The deil's the master ! 
An' ilk ane's strivin' wha will boun' 

To him the faster. 

Deil grease their coots, we needna care, 
I'm dune, an' your auld pow is bare. 
What's left for me ? the empty air 

An' endless mirk ; 
An' you ? a six-feet grassy lair 
Near yon auld kirk ! 
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Whaur are your vanished cronies now ; 

Do drouthy longin's parch their mou', 

Or psalms or wails their hours rin through ? 

Oh, death's dark river 
Wakes thoughts that mak' the bauldest grue, 

Start back an' shiver ! 

When on death's shore wi' frien's we part, 
An' sorrow rends the breakin' heart, 
The tear unbidden up will start ; 

But look at me ! 
Ae single drap's beyond my art, 

To fill my e'e. 

Farewell ! yon settin' sun is low, 
Night fa's, life ebbs, an' I maun go ; 
When morn awakes, whaur now I flow 

Wi' tremblin' tread, 
A barren line o' stanes will show 

My empty bed ! 

Kind Jamie gazed wi' wistfu' e'e. 
An' bendin' down its lips to pree. 
The dear auld burn he couldna see 

Through blindin' tears ; 
Then sad he breathed, " We a' maun dee. 

An' face our fears ! " 
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THE STREET— THE MIND. 

I PENSIVE tread the hurrying street, 
Heaving its life-waves to and fro, 
And guesa the winds that strangely blow 

To port or wreck life's mystic fleet ; 

And ponder o'er its whence and where, 
Its thousand moods in duty's fight. 
Battling the wrong, daring the right. 

And scorning scorn, and fearing fear. 

Moving or moved, 'mid smile or tear. 
The crowds tramp on their untracked way, 
To darker night, or brighter day. 

With breaking heart or song of cheer ; 

Elbowing in life's awful haste 
Each other ; near, yet far apart ; 
Diverse the utterance of each heart, 

Where hopes elate or donbtiugs waste. 

Here civic might with lordly tread 
Broods o'er some scheme or social wrong ; 
There gifted youth with purpose strong 

Dreams of a name and laurelled head. 

The Christ-born pastor moves along, 
With thoughts on fire and heart aglow. 
And with a love for human woe 

As bids the groan become a song. 
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Next fashion's slave, the vain coquette, 
Her co-mates' hate, and sharp men's sneer. 
From better hearts prompting the tear, 

Half weed, half flower, — as worthless set ; 

Her shadow by her side, in form 
A man, a piece of tailor's art. 
Guileless of thought or brain or heart, 

Or manly love's ennobling charm. 

Here flaunting vice, there silvered hairs. 
Whose years' long furrows deeply laid 
Are thousand tongues pleading for aid. 

To feel for him and dry his tears. 

And next the sot, for whom is made 
Easy the wrong and hard the right. 
And orphans asking coming night " 

Where weary heads shall down be laid. 

Heralds of healing to the race 
Speed on to ease the throbbing head ; 
And germing crime with sullen tread. 

Stares mercy sternly in the face. 

Bags touch broad lawn ; the spring and fall 
Of life are mixed, but still unblent. 
And youth outstrides where vigour's spent, 

And flesh and blood and force seem all. 

And boyish life with lusty play 
Awakes bright visions of our past. 
But suns must set, flowers cannot last. 

And youth's bright hours must pass away. 
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A thousand aims, a thousand forms, 
And countless cares are hurrying by, 
Each scanning but his own strange sky, 

And knowing not his neighbour's storms. 

And in man's soul thoughts come and go. 
Crowding the highways of the mind. 
Yet trackless as the flitting wind, 

And soundless as the falling snow ; 

All hurrying on in fitful mood, 
Severe, magnanimous, or wild, 
Wayward as some rude vagrant child. 

Unused to pause, unused to good. 

Now resolution holds the rein. 
Till fickleness with wanton sneer 
Makes half-formed purpose disappear. 

And hope's fruition dies in pain. 

While thoughts of good, like fire from heaven. 
Strive hard to burn the dross of old. 
Or change it into burnished gold 

By contact with their mystic leaven. 

Thus hurrying through the restless brain 
Are thoughts of heaven, of earth, and hell, 
In gentle calm or tempest's swell. 

And like the street, an endless train. 




TO A MOUNTAIN STREAM. 

HAPPY mountain stream ! 
Golden-flaked moorland dream, 

Song of the light ; 
Fanned by the gleesome air, 
Kissed by the lilies fair, 

Why, where thy flight ? 

As on a mother's breast 
Drops the fair child to rest. 

Free of all care ; 
Wrapped in its happy dreams, 
Clad all in sunny beams, 

Angels watch there ; 

So thou thy mossy bed. 
Larks chanting over-head 

Songs of the free ; 
And when the setting sun 
Tells that the day is done, 

Stars watch o'er thee. 

Safe in thy crystal wave 

Crowsfoot their cuplets lave 

All the day long ; 

While, in her rushy nest, 

Moorfowl, in quiet rest, 

Lists to thy song. 
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Shadows of heaven and earth, 
Dark clouds and sunny mirth, 

Kevel in thee ; 
Fade they, no trace is left. 
Thou of no charm art reft, 

Stainless and free ! 

Dreams of our childhood days 
Live in thy prattling lays, 

Songs of the dove ; 
All that the soul should crave 
Gleam in thy sunlit wave. 

Goodness and love ! 

Visions of holiness 

Eise in bright angel dress, 

Here in thy birth ; 
And the wild wastes rejoice, 
Singing with glorious voice. 

Heaven touches earth. 

Far down thy future shore 
Thunders out labour's roar, 

Sorrow and pain ; 
Toil-gods and mammon grind 
There body, soul, and mind, 

All out for gain. 

There, there thy crystal wave 
Will be a moving grave, 
Tainted and vile ; 
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Where man thy limbs will bind 
At labour's wheel to grind, 
Endless thy toil. 

Say, does some spirit dwell 
Down in thy heart's deep well, 

Urging thy way ? 
Telling of thirsting lands 
Waiting thy blissful hands, 

As sick the day I 

Hast thou a song to sing, 
Hast thou a truth to bring, 

To pained and sad ? 
Blessing, thine only joy. 
Aiding thy best employ. 

Making earth glad ; 

Telling the joy, the bliss 
Of sowing happiness 

Where'er you go ; 
On ! without doubt or fear, 
This thy glad song and cheer, 

God wills it so ; 

Till all thy toil is done. 
And thy vast home is won. 

There thou wilt rest. 
Free from earth's toil and grime. 
Hymning a glorious rhyme, 

On ocean's breast. 
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And do I stumbling walk, 
Halt in my rugged track, 

No eye above ? 
No, He who guides thy wave 
On to its ocean-grave 

Leads me in love. 

Dark though my path may be, 
Nought near to comfort me, 

Faith asks not sight ; 
She knows to grasp His hand. 
Knows in the glorious end 

All will be right ; 

And at life's farthest shore. 
Where death's dark billows roar, 

In mystery dressed, 
There in its sullen wave 
Earth's dross will find a grave, 
I'll heir my soul's high crave — 

God's active rest ! 
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MUSINGS WHEN BOATING. 
Letter to Mr. W. M. 

But, to your note : — The days o* play 
'Mid breeze and song I wiled away, 

Around my ain door-stane ; 
Or in my boat, yon cockle shell. 
That scarce is langer that mysel', 

I paddled on the main, 
An' deemed mysel' a sea-bom child, 

My life old ocean's roar. 
But when storms rent baith sea an' sky, 

I, craven, sought the shore ; 
Sae faith stands bauld mid sunny hours, 

Her sangs, brimfu' o' cheer, 
But when wild snaw-blasts fill our sky, 
We tremble, doubt, and fear. 
Not feeling His dealing. 

We mock our God the rather, 
Our groaning, Him owning 
A God for summer weather. 

Or, ponderin' o'er its tireless roll. 

Time's sterner issues crushed my soul, — 

Life, death, duration, space, — • 

Till in the creature clad in storms, 

Or slumbering in sweet evening's arms 

I saw God face to face, 
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And viewed Him weigh the hills in scales, 

And mete the solid land, 
And chain the wind, and hold the sea 

In th' hollow of His hand ; 
Bid day resign his golden throne 

To's swarthy brother, night. 
An' strew the wastes of heaven with stars, 
An' guide the comet's flight. 
Each hour there, a power there 

Beyond earth's lore to scan, 
Unbaring, declaring 

How weak is puny man ! 

• 

Or, 'mid the sea's dark moods I guessed 
Some hidden woe lurked in its breast 

Its voice could not reveal. 
For 'mid its roar or softest sigh 
There came an orphaned outcast cry, 

That made me shuddering feel 
Creation groaning through each wave, 

The brute-world's anguished cry, 
The might of wrong, hope's empty sheaves, 

And pain that will not die ; 
Till th' soul would scan its own dark state. 

Its longings, doubts, and fears, 
Till life's vain spoils would tower a woe 
Too big for words or tears. 
<*' What crave I, what have I ? 

I groping dimly see, 
Yet bowl on an' roll on, 
A wave on life's wild sea. 
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When scudding swift before the breeze, 
Life was a dream of halcyon seas, 

And in my merry glee 
I blent my song with wind and wave, 
Till a' my sorrows found a grave 

Deep in the rolling sea ; 
And dreamt o' things o' peace an' love, 

When wavelets trotted by, 
But questions dark, I fain wad blink, 

Eose when storms scoured the sky ; 
Where seas rushed on in maddened fright, 

Unheeding whence they sped, 
If but to 'scape the wrath o' Heaven, 

An' slumber with the dead ; 
Till every wave seemed linked to me 

In life's mysterious roll. 
An' shoreless pasts and endless years 

O'erwhelmed my helpless soul ; 
And whirled me and hurled me. 
Till faith maist lost her stand ; 
Then washed me, or dashed me, 
A wreck on mystery's strand. 

Or whiles my teacher was some spar, 
The plaything o* this angry war, 

An' sport o' wind and tide. 
Like some puir helpless downcast man, 
Hard struggling 'neath misfortune's ban, 

An' waes he ill can bide ; 
I'd think how hidden in our breast 

Ten thousand follies lie, 
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Like slumbering waters at their rest 

Calm 'neath a tranquil sky, 
Till fierce temptation's voice and storms 

Rave round our unbraced soul, 
An' then our passions wake their might. 

And us to ruin roll ; 
Then 'mid the wreck o' life's high aim 

We spar-like drifting lie. 
An' learn too late we've lost the game, 
And cursing self we die. 
Thus thinking and linking 

The this and that together, 
I wondered and pondered. 
In calm or stormy weather. 



THE ROSE. 

I GAVE a rose unto my love, 

Bright dreams my bosom swelled ; 

I yearned it might an angel prove, — 
It was my all she held. 

Leaf after leaf she tore away. 
The winds some sighing bore ; 

While others scattered round her lay, — 
It was my hopes she tore. 

Her dainty feet toyed with them there. 
Then pressed them in the sod ; 

I watched her in a wild despair, — 
It was my love she trod. 

She bent the stem, it snapped in twain, 

A hell within me woke ; 
I shuddered 'neath its burning pain, — 

It was my heart she broke. 
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ON RECEIVING A HARE AND A HAUNCH 
OF VENISON FROM THE EARL OF H . 

Deab F , my hearty thanks I gie, 

For this braw gift you Ve sent to me ; 
An' sure's a Scot's less saunt than sinner. 
It's made this day a splendid dinner. 
When sittin' at the steamin' board, 
I maist had thought I was a lord, 
Had no' the bairns reminded me 
0' g-o, go, and ABC. 

At e'en, when noiseless o'er our head 
The mirk by fairy hands is spread, 
An' playfu' winds steal through our bowers. 
An' slyly tease the noddin' flowers. 
While balmy sleep new strength supplies, 
And stars, sown broadcast, gem the skies ; 
Then timid hares frae wood an' brake 
In wanton glee their gambols take. 
Blessing the night wi' voiceless tongue, 
Yet true as ever angel sung. 
There 'neath the moon's fair siller sheen 
Sly, pawkie love-games greet our een, 
Sae coyly toying, jinkin', bo win', 
Like ony mortal creature wooin' ! 
Now wha wad dream there rin clear plans 

Frae maukin's courtship up to man's ; 

25S 



ON RECEIVING A HARE. 259 

That life is but one wide-branched tree, 

A' linked in one lang pedigree ? 

There's but one chain, stout Darwin cries. 

For monads up to monkeys rise ; 

These, tails rubbed off by laws profound, 

Bang up to manhood at a bound. 

Then change o' state mak's change o' laws. 

An' hands to-day last night were paws ; 

Now breeks maun wrap their spindled hurdles, 

Though Auld Lights growl the thing absurd is ; 

But, sirs, we've learned that frae our cleedin' 

The world aye judges o' our breedin'. 

Then longings grew for higher life, — 

Queer fruitage o' lang lines o' strife ! 

But a' the strides I canna span. 

Or yawning gulfs 'tween germ an' man. 

Now, a' the beast bein' thrawn aside, 

Man stands erect in kingly pride. 

Surveys the heavens wi' kindlin' eye, 

An' weighs the orbs that walk the sky, 

Compels the sun to limn wi' skill, 

And bids the lightning wait his will ; 

Now steam as iron horse he takes, 

And winds his beasts of burden makes ; 

An' to convince a' whence they grow, 

He flaunts their grandsires in a show ! 

Oh, shame ! or is't the " struggle's " law, 

The weaker aye gang to the wa' ? 

Here justice draws her barrier Strang 

Between the Negro and Ourang ; 

When sire is shot 'tis splendid fun, 
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But murder when you bag the son ! 
Who here shall judge 'tween kith an' kin, 
Where pastime ends ?ind crimes begin. 
P'raps Darwin's right — at least the man 
Kens best where his ain race began ! 

But aft hares force my garden rail 
(Deil scar' the loons that leave it frail), 
An' supper on my greens an' kail. 
At night each plant is round an* plump, 
At dawn a headless, leafless stump ; 
An' whiles, their dainty gabs to please, 
For a dessert they bark my trees, 
Till patience clean ower-leaps her tether, 
An' hares an' laws are cursed thegether : 
But I'm revenged ! they're fairly beaten. 
For now, in turn, the eater's eaten'; 
Wi' a' their vexin' an' their trouble, 
This weel repays their thievin' nibble. 

Lang may his lordship share the fun 
0' Walton's art, the boat, an' gun ; 
For him I breathe this earnest prayer : 
May Providence his life lang spare. 
And every bliss rest on his brow. 
Till honoured grey hairs crown his pow. 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

My debt grows big, — some game again 
Is worth a thank-word frae my pen, 

Not paid as custom's dole : 
I'll rhyme't, though aiblins I may fail 
The happy fancy down to nail 

That gies true verse its soul. 
Though canty-flowin' thought an' clink 
Gang couthily in liltin' jink, 

An' please the rhymin' clan, 
If void o' life an' subtle grace, 
Nae mair can claim song's noble place 

Than bust the name o' man. 
Like beauty wed to lowliness, 
True singin' seeks nae garish dress. 

But chants wi' airtless choice ; 
An' 'neath its spell the world takes cheer, 
And, braver for its high career. 

Tramps to its quickening voice. 

I've thrawn a stane into Ja lake. 

An' watched the widening circles wake, 

Till far on every side 

The ripples rolled, then gently fell 

Upon the strand, a fairy swell. 

Across the slumbering tide ; 
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While echoes bore away their song 
On airy wings the shores along, 

In soft an' silvery tone ; 
While far beneath the sunlit wave, 
Forgotten in its watery grave, 

There lay the quickening stone. 
So love an' mercy to our race, 
Send waves o' joy far frae the place 

Where goodness gave them birth, 
Till spheres beyond our puny ken 
Are reached amang the crowds o' men 

That tramp the wastes o' earth ; 
An' rescued souls, wi' firmer tread, 
Feel earth beneath an' God o'erhead. 

And blest, go on to bless ; 
While he who raised that quickening wave 
Lies crumblin' in some unknown grave. 

Round which no pilgrims press. 

Just see 's generous deeds 

To age, an' widows in their weeds, 

An' orphans mid their fears ; 
He comes where death's dark shadow dwells. 
His tender care a' fear dispels. 

An' soothes grief's storm o' tears ; 
Thus standing near the lowly dead. 
And actin' there in Jesus' stead. 

He's richer in true spoils. 
An' nobler, 'mid those sobbin' prayers. 
Than from the name he proudly bears. 

Or sceptred monarch's smiles ! 
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Oh, wad the strong support the weak ! 
The tender-souled the erring seek, 

And bleeding hearts upbind. 
And man brace to his glorious toil— 
The gatherin' o' a world's high spoil, 

Eich hairsts o' soul an' mind. 
An' fling free-handed o'er the land 
Dear human love — God's strong right hand, 

That makes earth's foemen fall — 
With loyal heart to aid Heaven's plan. 
An' breast the wave for sinking man 

Within sin's vortex thrall, 
Then wad the earth, changed by this leaven, 
Be maist transformed into a heaven, 

An' freed f rae many a load ; 
Then conscious man wad feel his might 
Was blest by heaven's all-radiant light, 

The very smile of God ! 
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PETITION OF A ROW OF PEASE FOR 

STAKES. 

MAISTEK, hear your tremblin' pease, 

Sae helpless warslin' wi' the breeze, 

Whase roisterin' han's our sma' waists squeeze 

An' sair misguide us ; 
We plead for stakes on bended knees, 

Ere ill betide us. 

In vain kind suns an' sweat an' toil. 
Heaven's blissfu' rains an fruitfu' soil. 
If at life's door we are to spoil, 

Dashed to the ground. 
Without a pitying stay to coil 

Our arms around. 

We've clambered up life's weary brae 
Eight lang, lang inches into day ; 
High is our task, an' brief our stay, 

'Neath heaven's glad sun. 
On you the dool if we decay 

Wi' that undone ! 



Like silent prayers we tendrils send 

To grasp for aid, but grasp the wind ; 
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Nae friendly hands our wants attend, 

Nae pityin' tear ; 
Nor dear sweet words o' lovin' friend, 

Our hearts to cheer. 

Your mother too, wi' love address her, 

For when she's gane, my lad, you'll miss her, 

WeVe seen our kin sae coy caress her, 

To catch her e'e. 
An' when she pu'ed, would opening bless her 

Wi' three times three ! 

But times are changed, puir body, now 
She'll wander round wi' waefu' mou'. 
For no' a pod she'll hae to pu' 

On ony raw ; 
For wind, rain, slugs, an' game-law crew, 

Now waste us a'. 

E'en if you're deaf to wae's appeal. 
Let mammon speak, — think o' yoursel'. 
How thin will be your Sunday kail ; 

But grant our wishes. 
An' your braw board a'maist will quail 

To bear our dishes ! 

Now blessings on your toiling life. 
An' may your joys an' pounds be rife. 
An' vera soon a loving wife 

To bless your day. 
An' laughin' weans wi' gleesome strife 

To round you play. 



TO THE MEMORY OF DEAR MAGGIE C. 

I HAD a little flowel*, 
I nourished it with care, 
It ope'd its fragrant blooms, 
And blest the balmy air ; 
And in its tender life 
My own was wedded fast, 
Rut, oh ! it drooped and died. 
And all my joy is past ! 
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THE STAR AND THE TEMPTED. 

The gladdening day had left the sky, 

And night with watchful ear 
Hushed earth to rest, when through the gloom 

A haggard form drew near. 
He stood upon the water's brink. 

His brow was knit with care, 
And dark within his troubled eye 

There lurked a wild despair. 

The rosy morn of youth was past. 

And life's high dream had fled, 
And memories of accusing years 

Stood round like sheeted dead. 
He heard no longer hope's sweet voice 

To dare once more and win, 
He gazed up to a darkened sky 

From darker night within ; 
No loving hand, no pitying eye. 

Now sought his life to save, 
All hearts were closed, all gates were barred, 

Except the last — the grave ! 

The silent water slumbering lay 

Like infancy at rest. 

And darkness spread its coverlet 

TJl)on its quiet breast ; 
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No ripples kissed the grassy shore, 
But dark, still, lone, and deep. 

It lay an angel of repose, 
Inviting all to sleep. 

His past grew tighter round his soul. 

He pressed his throbbing brow, 
His present woes, his future fears, 

Became one awful Now ! 
But there ! beneath that silent wave, 

A priceless rest and peace ; 
One look around, one long farewell ! 

And life's wild war would cease. 

While he in dark despair looked down, 

The cloud broke on the sky, 
And through the rent of pitchy night 

Shone out a star on high ; 
Still gazing on the silent wave. 

He saw a flake of light 
Far down, down 'neath its quiet bed, 

In depths of shoreless night. 

Spell-bound he gazed ! It seemed as heaven 

Still watched him from above ; 
That shadow star lay in the depths, 

And spake of pitying love. 
A Saviour's love ! a mother's prayers ! 

His better self returned ; 
A noble shame suffused his soul, 

And heavenly purpose burned. 
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He strode with bursting heart away, 

Hope trampling down despair, 
" Tempter, flee ! life's worst I'll brave. 

For God is everywhere ! ^' 



THE CHARGE AND JOY OF TEACHING. 
Extract from a Letter to a Friend. 

An' now to work I hae begun, — 
Heaven's mercy-curse when a' is done, 

Though feckless bodies whine ; — 
Yes, labour's sweet, and soft repose 
Waits us to bless at e'enin's close, 

Wi' strength frae heaven's high shrine ; 
"While conscious thought o' duty done, 

An' passin' time employed, 
Gi'es gladness like the risin' sun 
That wakes the earth overjoyed. 
An' cries still, "Be wise still. 

Each moment crown wi' glory, 
That your deeds an' your meeds 
May gild earth's blotted story." 

'Tis well God left His wark half done, 
'Tis ours to crown what He's begun. 

And forward ever press ; 
With loving hand He points the way, 
An' bids us "on," our part to play, 

Earth's evening hour to bless. 
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Creation waits to aid our han', 

An' harvests crown each hour ; 
At mom a weed submits to man, 

At eve it blooms a flower ; 
The canvas Kves, an' marble back 

Restores our noble dead, 
And Nature's laws wait on our track, 

And angels shout, " God speed ! " 
Yes, proudly toil wins golden sheen 

From waste and ocean riven ; 
Gk)d ever works, ay, more, I ween, 
There must be work in heaven ; 
Then down then each frown then 

That settles on our brow. 
We'll bear on an' dare on, 

An' work our life-task through. 

I whiles, for a', begin to fret 
At drumming in the alphabet. 

Perhaps some grumblin's come ; 
But then thae minds that grope in night. 
An' hang upon my lips for light. 

Bid fretfulness be dumb. 
There sit the sons o' honest sires 

Whase thrift an' manly care, 
An' auld Scotch pride sae bravely fires 

To gie their bairnies lair. 
One brief, brief spring waits childhood's days, 

Each hour then pleads its claim. 
My sowings now or careless ways 

May win or lose their game. 
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There will be fruit, for truths right sown 

Are never sown in vain, 
They quicken life, in good are mown, 
And to the race are gain ; 
While quailin' or failin' 

My post in life to brave, 
Those bearing my sparing 
Would curse me in my grave. 

Sometimes a gem will claim my care 
Scarce different frae the common ware, 

Till in some happy hour 
A flash o' light will clear declare 
The arrow-mark o' heaven is there, 

Even God's own signature. 
How then my heart leaps at the sight. 

How high my calling towers ; 
At heaven I ask for love an' light 

To bless my toiling hours. 
His waiting soul yearns to be blest. 
His eye entreats my mental best, 

His future claims my care ; 
His fate with mine is linked for aye, 
I canna cast, the tie away, — 

My peril if I dare. 
His arm may right some nation's wrong, 
His tongue give earth a deathless song. 

He, victor in truth's strife. 
The world be bettered by his pen, 
High thoughts and brave for fainting men, 

Or nobler, give his life ; 
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For growth hangs on this one and that 

Cast in diviner mould, 
Who lead the race and bear the world, 

As Atlas did of old. 
Yet kittle gear's the young to teach, 

Sae wayward, stubborn, dull ; 
We've whiles to threaten, whiles to fleetch. 
To rouse some drowsy skull ; 
While dourly an' sourly 

Ane wriggles in a funk, 
That scares you or dares you 
To tackle sic a skunk. 

But oh, the dolts that cross our path ! 
Enough to fill a Job wi' wrath, 

Wi' but the face 0' man ; 
Where, after a' our eident care. 
We meet the soulless, vacant stare. 

As blank's when we began ; 
Or whiles we think we've nailed some rules, 

An' hame some facts hae driven. 
But ae half-hour at ba' or bools 

Flings a' to winds o' heaven. 
How then our spirit's apt to sink 

Into indifference, 
Were't no' the higher thoughts that link 

Each now with Something hence. 
Yet man's success is no' the test 

0' life's tremendous game, 
But high intent 'mid fruitless quest, 

An' right 'mid scorn an' shame ; 
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We rattle on an' battle on, 
Spite o' the din an' stour, 

'Mang wrong heads an' strong heads, 
For mony a weary hour. 



THE PARTING. 

1 HEAR the angels call me, 

I cannot long remain ; 
The near and far are blending, 

Till blissful is my pain. 
Oh, sweet have been our days, Will, 

We made each other strong ; 
Our parting — this is death, love. 

But then it won't be long. 

When lies my hand in thine, love, 

I feel not so alone. 
Though in my eyes the day, love. 

Has into twiUght grown. 
If in my human weakness 

I caused you e'er to sigh. 
Whisper the dear forgiveness. 

And bless me ere I die. 

Beside death's stream I stand, love, 
I soon must struggle o'er ; 

But through the unstarred darkness 
I see the farther shore ; 

And o'er those silent waters 
Sweet voices meet mine ear, 

And songs that strangely draw me. 

And bid away my fear. 
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For thy dear sake alone, Will, 

I'd wish to tarry here, 
To better all my best, Will, 

And thy proud love to share. 
When memory's voic5e recalls me. 

Oh, sing the hymns I love ; 
I'll hear, and loving join thee 

'Mid all the bliss above. 

I dream the blessed Saviour 

Will bid me watch o'er thee. 
To glad thee in thy darkness. 

Till all thy sorrows flee ; 
For death can not destroy, dear. 

The flame which love inspires, 
Its power is vain to vanquish 

Or quench our holy fires. 

'Twill be the dross alone, love, 

That Death will claim his own, 
And all that's pure and holy, 

Will then be brighter grown. 
Ay, in the blest hereafter. 

When life's short tale is told, 
Our hearts will throb as fondly 

As e'er they did of old. 

I'll wait upon the threshold, 
The farther shore of death, 

That dim yet near hereafter. 
Where life is more than breath ; 
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And when thy spirit cometh, 
And Christ, its life, shall meet, 

Then we in bliss unending 
Shall worship at His feet. 



THE BOY AND THE KITE. 

On a mead of flowery glory 

Ran a boy all vainly trying 
On the breeze, like some proud eagle. 

High his kite to set a-flying. 
Right and left it madly darted. 

His young spirit sadly vexing. 
All his skill and toil defying. 

And his little head perplexing ; 

Till a thought, like some low whisper, 

It might rise if heavier weighted ; 
This he did, then up it mounted 

Like a creature animated. 
Then light flashed, — ^I saw that trials 

Are but weights in mercy given ; 
While they seem to drag us downward. 

They but aid our flight to heaven. 
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TO AN AZALEA IN BLOOM DURING 

DECEMBER. 

Fair child of God ! offspring of love ! 

Heaven's voice if men will hear, 
Thou sheddest beauty o'er the couch 

Where lies the dying year. 
Leal to thyself 'mid all the dead, 
Like some true friend when all have fled. 

O'er thee the painter, baffled, dreams. 

The poet chides his powers, 
Where beauty smiles, and tinted shades 

Lie nestling in thy flowers ; 
And in thy charms we, blind, can see 
A soul of loveliness through thee. 

Why wakest thou ? Thy sisters sleep. 

The snows hold revelry. 
And storm's wild pastimes take o'er earth, 

And widow every tree ; 
While nature bends in tears her head. 
And mourns her flowers and summers dead. 

Bright stranger 'neath our northern skies. 

What life-force dost thou own ; 

Do buried loves still round thee cling 

Of summers thou hast known, 

279 



28o TO AN AZALEA IN BLOOM. 

That here, alone 'mid death around, 
In living robes thou now art found ? 

Hast thou fond memories of suns 

That' glad lands far away ; 
And thinking of thy sisters there 

Hast donned thy proud array ; 
And dream'st that they may think of thee, 
An exile far o'er land and sea ? 

Fair flower ! my mate in exile's chain ; 

Strange yearnings in me rise, 
And in my hours of purest light 

I pant for fairer skies ; 
Though earth is full of song and cheer, 
I feel I'm but a stranger here. 

I long for home ; I sigh for light ; 

Earth's glare my vision blinds ; 
The freedom that her soil bestows 

My better nature binds ; 
When summers all their mansions fill, 
My spirit feels it winter still. 

With stammering lips at best, I speak 
A tongue unknown of earth ; 

Its whence, its where ? I can but guess 

. The veiled land of its birth ; 

In dreams I see a world all fair. 

And man redeemed, its glorious heir. 
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Twin children we of other lands, 

But thou of stronger faith ; 
Thou whisperest through thy crimson gem, 

" Be true, and in thy death 
Thy natal spot thou'lt find at last. 
When life — thy winter day — is past." 
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THE BRIGHT SUNNY SIDE. 

Come, brother, fight shy of repining. 

The darkness will come ere you know, 
Yet night sets the stars all a-shining. 

And spangling the heavens with their glow ; 
Far braver 'tis aye to be hoping 

That Heaven rules the near and the wide. 
Than nursing the spirit of moping, — 

Then look on the bright sunny side. 

Why forge for your feet a new fetter, 

Or shut out the light of the sun. 
For who is the stronger or better, 

For all your complaining ? Not one ! 
The growl makes the life-task no lighter, 

The sigh does not shorten the road. 
The tear makes the sky shine no brighter, 

But worsens the way and the load ; 
Heaven rules all the wheels of the morrow. 

The night a proud dawning may hide. 
With smiles dare to baffle thy sorrow, 

And look on the bright sunny side. 

Ay, maybe some happy love-dreaming 

Has witched all your mind and your heart, 
Till all the world's bustle was seeming. 

And earth and your heaven stood apart ; 
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But now you are jilted ! Well, let her, 

Another may claim her his bride ; 
For you in the end 'twill be better, — 

Then look on the bright sunny side. 

Or if your dear wifie should grumble, 

Or whiles make you rue you are wed, 
Don't fear that the welkin will tumble, 

And all your glad future is fled ; 
The darkest of night is near morning. 

Ere day throws her portal full wide. 
Then think not love's dead for her scorning. 

But look on the bright sunny side. 

The spring may be tardy and fickle, 

And summer lag long on her way ; 
But harvests are waiting the sickle, 

On some nearing bright autumn day. 
Thy toil may seem lost, thy hand spurning, 

Your fortune an ebb-running tide. 
But spring-floods may crown its returning,— 

Then look on the bright sunny side. 

Look back down the years you have travelled, 

Dark mornings there breaking to day. 
And tangled skeins strangely unravelled. 

Each hour making clearer your way ; 
Oh, where is thy faith and thy trusting ! 

Thy past thunders out, " Still confide ! " 
Then up, grasp thy hope, and no rusting. 

But look on the bright sunny side. 
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Then keep in the light, fainting brother, 

Nor fear lurking foes on the road ; 
One way is as good as another, 

For night's but the shadow of God ! 
And through it He'll lead you strong-handed, 

Unf aUing % God and % guide, 
Till in His own haven thou'rt landed, 

Where all is one bright sunny side. 



'TIS NIGHT. 

Cold, tired, alone, a wanderer toils 
Through moors and wilds unknown, 

While snow-drifts, hissing through the gale, 
His path with deaths have sown ; 

The maddened storm, careering past. 

Laughs at his fainting cry of, " Lost ! " 
'Tis night, dark night ! 

The storm-lashed sea, wild in its wrath, 

Is troughing sailors' graves ; 
And frightened ships like hunted deer 

Flee from the chasing waves ; 
And iron Kps unused to pray 
Send up to heaven a cry for day ; 
'Tis night, dark night ! 

In soul-eclipse a trembling one 

Gropes out for help in vain. 
His past upbraids, his future frowns. 

His present's torturing pain; 
Amid the tramp of life's strange crowd 
He walks with fear and anguish bowed ; 

'Tis night, dark night ! 
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'Tis past, mom wakes ! The wanderer finds 

A place of welcome near, 
And sailors see a haven's breast, 

Where battered barks may steer ; 
One at the Cross his load lays down. 
And bears away a blood-bought crown ; 
'Tis day, bright day ! 



THE COLD WIND BLOWS. 

In the dark and grime of the cheerless street 
Low I hear the tread of the watchman's feet ; 
Through the air thick-sown hiss the drifting snows, 
While the well-clad world to its fireside goes, 
When a form in rags totters shivering by. 
Sad and lone 'mid crowds 'neath a frowning sky ; 
And he knows no place where to lay his head. 
While his heart is cold and his hope is dead. 
And he sighs for rest, but no home he knows — 

And the cold wind blows ! 

On a wild a youth is seen struggling past, 
In a hell of woe 'neath an angry blast, 
And he fronts its wrath with distracted stare 
That reveals the light of a fierce despair ; 
In an evil hour he has broken trust, 
And his all for life lies a wreck in dust ; 
For his crime has given him a guilty fame. 
And wiped out the sheen of his youthful name, 
And the great harsh world no dear pardon knows, — 

And the cold wind blows ! 

In a long low shed, deemed too cold for beast, 
There three helpless poor are shut in to rest ; 
But the battering wind and the earthen floor. 

And the shattered panes and the broken door, 
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Give them sleepless hours ; then the wretched dame 
Strips her dress, O God ! from her own weak frame. 
For she loves her own ; then she shivering cowers 
In the dark and cold and the tempter's hours. 
And at mom, unfed, they are oat in the snows, — 

And the cold wind blows ! 

There a strong man stands and he pines for bread, 
" Go and steal ! " beats sore on his heart and head ; 
And his pale wife sits clad in sadder woes, 
With a babe^^that laughs and so merrily crows. 
As it drinks'the ebb of the fount of life 
Of that loving mother and faithful wife, 
Till there, in its smile like a summer beam, 
She forgets awhile life's terrific dream ! 
Then she hugs her child with a dear embrace, 
And her burning tears wet its infant face, 
For she feels death near and the night still snows, 

And the cold wind blows ! 

Far away from man, in a garret bare, 
On a bed of rags 'neath the midnight air. 
There an old man groans 'mid the awful strife 
Of the snapping strands of the cords of life. 
While the fitful breath and the rayless eye ; 
Tell the tale, — life's past, and his hour is nigh; 
But there's none to aid or his soul to cheer, 
As he stands alone by the river drear ; 
And there may be a God for aught he knows, — 

And the cold wind blows ! 
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Oh, the river's dark and its waters deep ! 

And they roll through night in their awful sweep ; 

While a haggard form with a tearless eye, 

In a night of woe rushes down to die ; 

For the dark, dark shame of her blasted past 

On her soul springs fierce like a tempest blast, 

And a cold despair curdles all her blood,^- 

But her last wild shriek is drowned in the flood. 

And the hungry tide darkly onward flows. 

And the cold wind blows ! 

Oh for love, great God, to redeem the low. 

As they tramp life's path through the drifting snow, — 

For a fire to quicken each dormant heart, 

To arise, crush self, and accept its part 

In the dread campaign, battling down each foe. 

With a brother's tear for a brother's woe ! 

Where's your flag, ye soldiers of Christ ? Your post 

Is the field where men, fellow-men, are lost ; 

Arouse ye, for earth with the thunder's roar 

Is hurling her wrongs at our bolted door. 

And her shrieking sprite, clutching hard God's throne 

With a cross upheld, cries, ^^ Avenge thine own/^' 

And the choirs of heaven catch her dread refrain. 

And the angels, moved, shout a stem Amen ! 

Let us prove there's life in our boasted creeds, 

By begemming earth with true godlike deeds ; 

Creed's an empty song if no love it knows 

To rescue the lost from the drifting snows, 

While the cold wind blows I 




COLUMBUS AND THE BIRDS. 

The sea its secret kept, 

Columbus silent stood. 
Near him his cravens scowling stept, 

Around him rolled the flood ; 
The sun refused the longed-for sight, 
And his life-dream still lay in night. 

Then on each mast and sail, 
Some small birds foot-rest found, 
And sang, f ree-souled, their bright life-tale 

To Hstening seas around ; 
Then with a wood-note's soft "Good-bye," 
They hid them in the sunset sky. 

" Courage," he cried, "land's near ! 

These seek the golden west, 
With unspent wing they cleave the air, 

To loves and homes and rest ; 
Dare then another rising sun, 
There triumph waits and glory's won ! " 

Far o'er life's sea I've passed, 
I dream of some bright shore. 

And rest and peace and home at last. 
When Ufe's wild storms are o'er ; 

But days are bom and suns still set. 

And that fair land I see not yet. 
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Like birds on joyous wing, 

With songs unborn of earth, 
His promises glad tidings bring. 

And hopes of heavenly birth. 
Be still, my soul, He cannot fail ; 
Then forward press with outspread sail. 
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SHADOWS. 

Day's task was done, and darkness kept 

Her silent reign o'er earth and sky, 
While panting winds in low gusts swept 

And swayed the curtains hanging nigh, 
As if some foe behind them crept ; 

Or through the hall would moan and sigh, 
Bearing untold to mortal ear 
A tale too dread for flesh to hear. 

The dying fire gave fitful flames. 

And belts of darkness chased the light, 
While shadows played their soundless games 

Like horrid spectres of the night. 
Such as the churchyard sternly claims, 
And hides by day from mortal sight ; 
Round on the panels of the room 
They trod the measures of the tomb. 

Then on the wall I startled gazed, 

Its phantoms drew me with their spell, 

Then night and fear their terrors raised, 
Till all were seen as demons fell, — 

Outcasts of hope by crime debased 
To speechless woes they could not tell, 
Who haunted earth in search of rest, 

Or came to man in vengeance dressed. 
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A formless ghoul would out his arm, 
As clutching some retreating foe ; 
Or sudden shrink as if from harm, 
And into darkness cowering go ; 
A pause, — then life would fill each form. 
And sway the ghost-throng to and fro. 
As some quick flash leaped from the fire, 
In darker night bom to expire. 

My reason smiled away my fears, 

And mocked the phantoms of my brain ; 
Vfhj dread the dreams that fancy rears. 

And from such nothings harvest pain ? 
I bent to reason's lordly jeers, 

Yet furtive watched the night-clad train ; 
A light I struck to go to bed. 
The flash leaped round, but all had fled. 

When dark clouds shade our onward way. 

And angry winds beat on our form. 
While doubt mourns out, " Where is the day ? " 

And unguessed fears envoice the storm, 
We gaze around in mute dismay. 

And shuddering cower from dreamt-of harm ; 
faithless heart ! What are they all 
But empty shadows on the wall ? 

When life's last page is fully told. 
And reached is yon celestial shore, 

Where love supreme, more worth than gold, 
Shall be our dower for evermore, 
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And Heaven's eternal arms na fold--* 
Those arms that all our sorrows; bore; 
One flash of heaven's refnlgent ray 
Will bid all shadows flee away ! 



TO A RANGE OF MOUNTAINS IN 
PERTHSHIRE. 

Oh, but to read thy past and toils, 

Thou brother-band of hills, 
The shoreless might that built thy frame, 

The life thy being fills, 
See all thou art, my weakness own. 
And nearer feel Jehovah's throne. 

From earth's fierce mammon strife and hates 

You turn with noble scorn, 
Yet smile to greet the blushing east 

That heralds coming mom ; 
And in thy calm eternal gaze 
God's garments sweep across thy ways. 

When day sleeps in the lap of night, 

And earth forgets her jars. 
You slowly turn from setting suns 

To gaze upon the stars, 
Yet the dying light still loves to dwell 
Where first its new-bom footsteps fell. 

Night's starry crown rests on thy head. 

Strength on thy peaks abides. 
The trailing garments of the clouds 

Veil all thy rugged sides ; 
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While summer clasps thee with her arms. 
And round thee twines her flowery charms. 

From scar to scar thy torrents leap, 
Foam-clad and wild with glee, 

And dew the eagle in his flight. 
And shout of all things free ; 

Blessing all lands their waters lave, 

Then girdle earth in ocean's wave. 

Thy brow is scarred with hoary eld, 

Thy bosom shelters spring. 
And in thy lap the birds of air 

Safe nestle, love, and sing ; 
While 'neath thy care in safe retreat 
The lake lies slumbering at thy feet. 

Home of the clouds and heroes' shades, 

The battle-field of storms, 
Where thunders flaming swords unsheathe, 

And tempests leap to arms ; 
And round thy peaks they roar in strife. 
Like giants in a tug for life ; 
Yet through the war thy bulwarks stand 
Unmarred by foeman's ruthless brand. 

Alike you meet stern winter's rage 
And summer's witching smiles, 

Unmoved, like goodness, by a frown, 
Or flattery's luring wiles ; 

Like thee I'd dare to work God's plan, 

Nor heed the voice of fickle man. 
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Eternal strength and calm repose 

Clothe thee in robes sublime ; 
And countless years scarce tell thy age, 

Thou stalwart child of time ; 
Of earth's proud sons thou art alone 
Meet pillars for Jehovah's throne. 

Thy frowns are storms, thy tears wild floods, 

Thy voice the torrent's roar, 
Thy breath the breeze and fitful gale. 

Thy smile sweet summer's store ; 
And in thy moods of endless choice 
Thy God through all hath awful voice. 

Birthplace of song and clansman's troth. 

And patriot's quenchless fire, 
Where rocks give war-cries to the brave, 

And vales hearth-love inspire ; 
And when fierce wars press freedom's track, 
You hurl the proud invader back. 

Thy warrior-dead shout in thy storms. 

Ghosts wail of crimes unsung. 
While tempest-wraiths and cavemed sprites 

Give every gorge a tongue. 
Till thy strong sons stand chilled with fear 
At Death's pale household wandering near. 

Here from thy peaks, enrapt, I heir 

A wider heaven and earth. 
Till in this hour of soul and light 

I feel a nobler birth, 
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And this poor weed on life's rough road, 
Less linked to earth than heaven and God. 

Thy broadened footsteps press the earth, 

But upward to the sky 
You ever turn your glorious front, 

To claim thy Maker's eye ; 
His awful throne, and His alone. 
The one proud homage that ye own ! 

Oh, could I rise on wings sublime 
'Bove earth's corrupting leaven. 

And breathe like thee a purer air. 
And nearer be to heaven. 

My grovelling soul to God I'd bind. 

And leave earth's sordid joys behind. 



A MOTHER'S THOUGHTS ON SEEING A 

PIECE OF PENCIL. 

A BIT of pencil ! Well, 
Not muck to start the briny tear, 
Yet round thee sacred memories dwell 
Of loved and lost ! A mother's heart can hear 
Voices unborn of earth, with whisperings dear 
Of vanished joys. I see a sparkling eye, 
A busy hand, and thee their willing slave. 
And hear a merry laugh. I start and sigh ; 
That eye is dim, that hand is in the grave ! 

My boy ! My day is dark, 
I'm weak, because my love was strong. 
Like sailor on some struggling bark, 
I pray for rest, while wild waves round me throng, 
And through the air their thundering roar prolong. 
The past will not depart and be at rest. 
Its golden walks I tread ! It was so fair, 
It seemed a day of love dropped from the blest, 
'Twas fuU of light and song for thou wert there ! 

The spring hath touched the earth ; 
She wakes and clothes herself with flowers, 
And Wythe birds sing in happy mirth, 
And rain sweet music from their leafy bowers. 

And sunshine falls around in endless showers. 
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I see, yet see them not ; they are not mine, 
Their music pains ; the sky's a leaden gray ! 
Yes, once they all were mine, when they were thine. 
What means earth's song? thy voice is hushed to- 
day! 

Yet 'mid my grief I gaze 
With faith's clear eye across the night 
That men call death, and see a blaze 
Of glory in thy new-found home — a light 
That clothes thee as the sons of God ; and bright 
In heaven's pure righteousness I see thee move, — 
Fair as a star new from the hand of God, 
No stranger there, a child of heaven's own love, 
Heiring the bliss and peace of heaven's abode. 

I see an angel fair. 
Who ne'er sin's downward path hath pressc»d. 
Now by thy side. You smile to hear 
Him tell the Saviour's love, and with the rest 
Thy young voice blends in joyous, grateful song, 
And heaven's high arch the gladsome peals prolong. 
Now earth is far away and heaven is nigh. 
Till in my joy I lose my sorrow here. 
And yearn to share thy home, thy cloudless sky, 
And in my bliss I dash away my tear ! 

My boy ! Earth hath her cares. 
Her pains that haunt man's brightest hours, 
Her griefs and toils, her fruitless tears, 
Her hopes that pass away like trampled flowers, 
And hollow smiles that win but to betray. 
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Deep streams of woe mourn through each smiling 

vale, 
And baffled aims our tears incessant crave, 
And breaking hearts make life one weary tale. 
Till hoary hairs look longing to the grave. 

Each household hath its woe, 
Each day its woundings in its strife, 
Each cup its gall no other cup may know. 
And poison filters through the springs of life. 
I see a father's head in sorrow bent, 
A sister's tears for one she proudly loved, 
A mother's heart with grief and anguish rent 
For her dear boy, who has her sorrow proved ; 
And 'mid their living woe how light my load ; 
I know my grief, and oft I think I'm blest ; 
Yes, heaven is nearer, nearer is my God, 
And thou, my boy ! art safe in heaven's fair rest ! 



AN INCIDENT AFTER THE SALE OF A 
PIANO IN AN AUCTION-ROOM, E . 



" Thine ? Let me hear its voice once more, 

A stranger faltering said, 
" 'Tis part of me, and ties cling round. 

And love and dear ones fled ; 
Once more I'll meet them, feel their sway. 
And summers buried far away." 

He played, and life like angel song 
Thrilled through the raptured strain ; 

His now was lost, love's sunny morn 
Came back to earth again ; 

A wild delight, the soul of things, 

Leaped in its joy from throbbing strings. 

His wedded bliss and hope's proud dreams 

Eose in their witching grace. 
And blending song from- woman's voice 

Shed sunshine o'er his face ; 
The music felt his soft caress. 
And breathed in love and tenderness. 

Then visions rose of erring steps, 

His wife's appealing tears. 

His fruitless vows, — two little graves, 

And dark, increasing cares ; 
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Then broken, sad, the music came. 
Like one whose life had lost its aim. 

His ebbing fame, the soulless airs 

He scorned, yet had to play- 
To duller ears, fell on his heart 

Cold as the ocean's spray ; 
The music caught his burning pain, 
And hurled its shame in rasping strain. 

Now drifting 'mid a storm of woe, 

With voiceless sorrows blent. 
His harmonies, harsh, fierce, and strange, 

Crashed out with anguish pent. 
And moaned as forth they tipoubled rolled, 
Pained with the burdened woe they told. 

A dark " I care not ! " lined his brow 

A moment, then it fled, 
As if some spirit spoke of day, 

And love and hope not dead. 
His fingers rested on the keys, 

He seemed one far away, 
Nor saw the crowd, a silent band. 

His master-touch obey ; 
He rose tear-stained, in silence bowed, 
And soon was lost amid the crowd. 



A KEEPSAKE. 

Mine once a little card, 
Pensez d moi it bore, 
And hope wove dreams and visions fair 
Its golden threadlets o'er. 

Poor human hearts will love, 
And loving, nobler live, 
Giving each act a holy charge 

It back through time to give. 

Its *' Think of me " gave strength, 
Bade care, and worse, away ; 
And nearing goals the future held. 
When bliss would crown my day. 

Time touched the fragile gift. 
Tears failed the pledge to save ; 
Its dust ... and grief, the all I have ; 
Its giver hath — a grave ! 

That dream of youth I see 
Where'er I sleep or wake ; 
Why can I not forget, or else 

Vshj can this heart not break ? 
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WRITER'S. 

Not in the gloomy wood or glen, 

Not in the noon of night, 
Nor in the dreamless land of death. 

Nor yet in rosy light ; 
But when the sun seeks quiet rest, 

And dies earth's toiling sound, 
And holy calm descends like love 

And clothes all things around ; 

In such sweet hours the fields I seek, 

Worn nature to restore. 
And converse hold with starry worlds, 

Sown on earth's grassy floor. 
Some flower half-shut, some insect elf. 

Or bird's late evening lay, 
'Mid flitting thoughts of gentlest moods 

Entrance me as I stray. 

Then comes (no linking thought), but whence. 

In that calm eventide ? 
A conscious feeling, and I deem 

A presence by my side. 

305 u 



3o6 AN OCCASIONAL EXPERIENCE. 

Nor start nor fear, nor quickened breath, 

Yet this, — I'm not alone, — 
My soul, as if by mystic touch. 

Has grasped a hand well known. 
Oh, can it be that some dear shade 

In love leaves heaven^s pure bowers. 
With aids supreme to struggling me, 

In those calm evening hours. 

Our lost, when here, proved all their lives 

Was one long loving vow ; 
Death's hand but claims the dross alone. 

Are they less loving now ? 
God touches me through countless chords, 

He knows the path I tread. 
And through the fire-baptized He may 

My stumbling footsteps lead. 
They've fought and won ! Their greater light 

May guide me to the end. 
And on the farther shore I'll meet 

Christ in my sainted friend. 




ON VISITING BANNOCKBURN. 

'Tis holy ground ; bend reverent knee, 
For this is Scotland's Calvary I 
The year returns, the scenes arise, 
The altar, priest, the sacrifice. 
Pale Freedom bows 'neath galling chains, 
With blood-red eye she seeks the plains. 
And from her lips the broken prayer 
Leaps to the throne for succour there- 
Death's reapers meet; their sheaves appal. 
The right triumphs, her fetters f alL 
The tyrant's hosts in terror yield, 
And Freedom rescued holds the field. 
Inspired she hails the bleeding plain, 
" Ye dead ! ye have not died in vain ; 
From you a race, might-clad, will rise 
To bless the earth and scale the skies." 
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ON SEEING SOME REAPERS GOING TO 

THEIR WORK. 

Up ! crowns wait and day is breaking, 

Voices call from eastern skies ; 
Hosts of God to reap are waking, 

Up, and win life's peerless prize. 
Eealms of thought are still expanding. 

Waiting stands some work of God, 
And from thee He is demanding 

Help to build or clear the road. 

Back ? You pause ! thy call debating ! 

Sun and shower hold to their post, 
Earth, like trysted maid, is waiting, 

Let not then thy day be lost. 
Self, renounced, must flood thy being, 

This ensouls the meanest act ; 
In that work the Father's seeing 

Christ translated into fact ! 

Hast thou touched thought? hast thou sounded 
Depths unfathomed in the soul ? 

Crossed those lines that others bounded, 
Dared where unbuoyed waters roll ? 

Then that might thy daring gave thee. 
And the visions of that shore, 

With its songs that helped to brave thee. 

On our waiting spirits pour. 
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Life's an ode but half translated 

By a rude and unskilled hand, 
And its words with cyphers mated 

All thy higher soul demand. 
Let her silences be broken, 

Give her murmurs living speech, 
Some fresh thought of God be spoken, 

Bid her symbols live and preach ; 
Back into the darkness crushing 

All the false its light reveals ; 
All the true evolving, flashing, 

That its teeming germ conceals. 

Folded hands and dreams remind us 

Music fails from harps unstrung ; 
Yet death's hand, thief-like, may find us 

With our life-song half unsung. 
Through that night which men call dying 

Icy lips may lose the strain. 
But when past its clouds are flying. 

They'll catch up the theme again. 

God, when time's last day shall change all, 
Will give welcomes to His own : 

" Hear, ye bright ones, seraph, angel. 

This man's * Well done ! ' wins a throne ! '* 
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